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. FOR 
T he Opening of the New he” eee e Pro- 
 pos'd to be ſpoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle 10 
Man's Cloths. | 


Sent from an unknown Hand. 


USTOM which every where bears mighty Sway, 


| Brings me to act the Orator to Day: 
But Women, you will ſay, are ill at Speeches, 
"Tis true, aud therefore T appear in Breeches : 
Not for Example to you City Wives, 

That, by Preſcription” s ſettled for your Li ves. 


Mis it for Gain the Husband fir conſented ? 


O yes, their Gains are mightily augmented : | 
[Making Horns with her Hands over her Head. 

And yet, methinks it mu$ have coſt ſome Strife: 

A Paſſive Husband, and an active Wife: 

Tis aukward, very aukward, by my Life. 


But to my Speech. Aſſemblies of all Nations 
Sill are ſuppos'd to open with Orations: 


Mine ſhall begin, to ſhew our Obligations. 8 
To you, our Benefactors, lowly Bowing,o | 

Whoſe Favours have prevented our Undoing z 

A long Egyptian Bondage we endur'd, 

Till Freedom, by your FuStice, we procur'd: 1 5 
Our Iusſ- masters were grown ſuch very Jews, 

We mus} at length baue piay d in Wooden Shoes, 8 
Had not your Bounty taught us to refuſe. 


A 2 Free- 


8 : 


—— — — — — 


— — — CY — 


4 PROLOGUE. 
Freedom's of Engliſh Growth, T think alone. 
What for loſt Engliſh Freedom can attone? 


A Free born Player loaths to be compell'd 3 
Our Rulers Tyranniz,'d, and We Rebell'd. 


Freedom | the Wiſe Man's Wiſh, the Poor Man's Wealth 3 


Which you, and 1. and moſt of us enjoy by Stealth, 
The Soul of Pleaſure, and the Sweet of Life, 

The Woman's Charter. Widow, Maid or Wife, 

This they'd have cancell d, and thence grew the Strife. 
But you, perhaps, wou'd have me here confeſs 

| How we obtain d the Favour Can't you gueſs ? 
Why then Ell tell you, (for J hatea Lie) 

By Brib*ry errant Brib ry, let me die: 

I was their Agent, but by Jove I ſwear 

No honourable Member had a Share, | 

Tho young and able Members bid me Fair. 

J choſe a wiſer way to make you willing. 
Which has not coſt the Houſe 4 fingle Shilling; 

Now you ſuſpect at leaſt J went à Billing. 

Tou ſee I'm Toung, and to that Air of Touth, 

Some will add Beauty, and 4 little Fruth ; 

Theſe Pow'rful Charms, improv'd by Pow'rful Arts, 
Prevail d to captivate your op ning Hearts. 
Thus furniſh'd, I preferr d my Poor Petition, 

And brib d ye, to commiſerate our Condition: | 
I Laugh'd. and Sigh'd, and Sung, and leer'd upon ye, 
With roguiſh loving Looks, and that may won ye, 

The Toung Men hiſs'd me, and the Old I kiſs'd, 
And luringly T led them as] liſt. 

The Ladies in meer Pity took our Parts, 

Pity's the Darling Paſſion of their Hearts, 

Thus Bribing or thus Brib d, fear no Diſgraces 3 
For thus you may take Bribes, and keep your Places. 
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Spofen at the Opening of the New-Houſe. "it 
By Mr. Betterton. 4M 
HE Husbandman in vain renews hi Toil, 
Jo cultivate each Tear a hungry Soil; | 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit. | 1 
, hen what ſbou d feed the Tree, dewours the Root: 1 
J unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, = 
| Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. n 
So the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found {8-08 
© Their Labours lost upon th ungrateful Ground, | | + | 
Dis laſt and only Remed; have provid, 7-1 
And hope new Fruit from antient ſtocks remov d. 1 
Mell may they hope when you ſo kindly aid, | 4 
And plant a Soil which you fo rich have made. 4 1 
2. Nature gave the World to Man's rd Ase, | [ iT Þ 
Ss from your Bounty we receive this Stage; e 
he Freedom Man was born to, you've reftor d, — 
And to our World ſuch plenty you afford. i 
I: ſcemslite Eden, fruitful of its own Accord, : 10 
But ſince in Paradiſe. frail Heſh gave way. | t ils 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray, | $i} 
Porbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 4 
If in our larger Family we grieve bas 
One falling Adam. and one tempted Eve. 1 
Me who remain would gratefully repay | „ 4 

What our Fnleavours can, and bring this Day, 

The firſt Fruit off ring of 4 Virgin Play. 405 
Ms hope there's ſomethino that may pleaſe each Taſte, | Ws 
And tho of homely Fire we make the Feaſt, | |. £29 

Te: you will find Variety at leaſt. 
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6 PROLOGUE 
' There's Humour, which for cheerful Friends we got 3 7 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. J 
Ve ve ſomething too to gratifie ill Nature, A 
(Tf there be any here) and that is Satyr. | 7 


Tho Satyr ſcarce dares grin. tis grown ſo mild; B 
Or only ſhews its Teeth. as if it ſmiil d. | 7 
As Aſſes Thiſiles, Poets mumble Wit; 2 
And dare not bite for fear of being bit. ” Th 
They hold their Pens. as Swords are held by Fools, 7 
And are afraid to uſe their own Edse-Tools | AM 
Since the Plain-Dealers Scenes of Mani) Rage, Or 
Not one has dar d to laſh this Crying Age 5 Ir 
This time the Poet owns the bold E/ "4 
© Tet hopes there's no ill Manners in his Play: T 
And declares by me, he has deen dd. No 
Aﬀfront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Min. | The 

_ Ani ſhou'd th'enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, of 
Hie ers but this one Excuſe. "Twas writ =” The; 
Before your late Encouragement of Wit. | An. 
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wpoken at the Opening of the New-Houſe, Bu 

| 5 hat 

By Mrs. Bracegiralle. This 

RE Providence, at firſt deſign'd this Place And 
To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs | Then 

for fill in every Storm they all run hither, For 4 


As to 4 Shed, that fields em from the Weather 

But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 

It's like what | have heard our Poets tell us: 

Fir when behind our Stents their Suits are pleading, 
To help their Love, Jometimes they ſhow their Realing 3 
And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts 

They top their Learning on us and their Parti. 

Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 3 
Whim, 4s I thin, they Call d P/— P 9 


EFPILOGUE 


Pm ſure ti ſome juch Latin Name they gave em 

And we, who know no better, mus believe em. 

Now to theſe Alen ſay they) fach Souls were given, 

That after Death ne er went to Hell nor Heer, 

But livd T know not how, in Beads; and then, 

When many Tears were pa$t, in Men again. 

Methinks we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul. 

That does from Bodies. we from Houſes ſtroll. 

Ts Ariſtotle's Soul. of old that was, 

May now be damn'd to animat an Aſs; 

Or in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 

Is doing painful Pennance in ſome Beau: 

An! this our Audience. which did once reſort 
To ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 

Now fin1 us toſs'd into a Tennis- Court. | 

Theſ.. Walls but t'other Day were fill'd with Noiſe, 

Of roaring Gameſters, and your Damme- Boys: 

Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſs'd, . 

And nom they re filld with Feſis and Flights, and Bombaſt / 

T vow, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 

Strolling from Place io Place. by Circulation, 

Grant Heaven. we don's return to our finſt Station. 

I know not what theſe think, but for my Part, 

J can t reflect without an aking Heart, 

How we ſhould en in our Original, a Cart: 

But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 
That you have only ſet us up to leave us. © 
Thus from the paſt, we hope for future Grace, 

J beg i. — 

And ſome here know T have a beg ging Face, 

Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 

For 4 clear Stage won't da without your Favour. 


Dramatis 


8 | 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. - By 


Sir Sampſon C Father to Valentine and 2 Mr. Vanberbank, 


. Legend. Ben: 3 | 

Valentine. Fallen under his Father's ” 

Diipleaſure by his expenſive way > Mr. Giffard. 
of living in Love with Angelica. 2 | 

Srandal. His Friend, a Free Speaker. Mr. Husbands. 

Tattle. A half witted Beau, vain of | | 


his Amours, yet valuing himſelf > Mr. Vat ſon jun. 


for Secrecy. a 
Ben. Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half > 
 home-bred, and half Sea-bred, de- Mr. Grifith. 
ſign'd to Marry Miſs Prue. 5 
Foreſight. An illiterate old Fellow, ) 
peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious | | 
and pretending to underſtand, > Mr. Hallam. 
Aſtrology Phyſiognomy. Palmeſtry,Omens, | N 
Dreams &c. Uncle to Angelica. 


Feremy. Servant to Valentine. Mr. R. Elrington 
Trapland. A Scrivener. : Mr. F. Elrington 
Buckram. A Lawyer. Mr. Norris. 


Argelica. Niece to Forefight, of a conſi- « . 
derable Fortune in her own hands & Mrs. Knapp. 
Mrs. Foreſight. Second wiſe to Foreſight. Mrs. Vander ban 
Mrs. Frait. Siſter to Mrs. Foreſight, "CM Lvddet 
ny of the Town. OR S. Jyddel. 
Miſs Prue. Daughter to Forefight by a . 
former Wife, a filly aukward. Miſs. Anne 


Country Girl. 5 Lyddel. 
Nurſe to Miſs. _ Mrs. Martin. 


A Seward, Offcers Sailors, ant ſeveral Servants. 
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LOVE for LOVE. 


ACTI SCENE IL 


valentine in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy Wining, 


Several Books upon the Table. 


Val. TE REMY. | 
Ter, ir. 
Val. Here, take away; I Il walk a Turn; 
and Jigell what I have read. 
Fer. You'll grow Develiſh Fat upon this Paper- 
Diet. [ Aſide, and taking away the Books. 
Val. And FE ye hear, go you to Breakfaſt—There's 8 


a Page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a Feaſt for 


an Emperor. 


Fer. Was Epifetus a real Cook, or did he only 


write Receipts ? 


Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetitez 


learn to live upon Inſtruction; feaſt your mind, 
and mortifie your Fleſh; read, and take your Nou- 


riſhment in at your Eyes; fur up your Mouth and 


chew the Cud of Underſtanding. So Efpicfetus adviſes. 
Fer. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 

waited upon a Gentleman at Cambridge; Pray what 

was that Fpidfetus * 
Val. A very rich Man. 


where there is nothing to be eaten. 
Val. de;: | 


Fer. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably uns. 


derſtand this fine Feeding : But if you pleaſe, I had 
rather 


Not worth a Groat. 
Fer. Humph. and ſo he has made a very fine Feaſt, 5 


J neee 
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rather be at Board-Wages. Does your Epictetus, or 
your Seneca here, or any of theſe poor rich Rogues, 
teach you how to pay your Debts without Money > 
Will they ſhut up the Mouths of your Creditors ? 
Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, becaule he 
underſtands Confinements, and liv'd in a Tub, go 
to Priſon for you? 'Slife,. Sir, what do you mean, 
to mew your ſelf up here with three or four muſty 
Books, in commendation of Starving and Poverty: 
Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know 
it; and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: 
And in that I but follow the Examples of the wi ſeſt 
and wittieſt Men in all Ages; theſe Poets and Phi- 
loſophers whom you naturally hate. for juſt ſuch 
another Reaſon; becauſe they abound in Senſe, and 
you area Fol. | 5 | 
Fer. Aye, Sir, I am a Fool I know it: And yet, 
| Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit. 
But I was always a Fool, when I told you what 
your Expences would bring you to; your Coaches 
and your Liveries; your Treats and your Balls; 
your being in Love witha Lady, that did not care 
= Farthing for you in your Proſperity; and keeping 
Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing but 
your Proſperity; and now when you are poor, 
hate you as much as they do one another. 
Vu. Well; and now I am poor, I have an oppor- 
tunity to be reveng'd on em all; I'll purſue Ange- 
lica with more Love than ever, and appear more 
notoriouſly her Admirer in this Reſtraint, than 
when I openly rival'd the rich Fops, that made Court 
to her; fo ſhall my Poverty be a Mortification to 
her Pride. and perhaps make her compaſſionate the 
Love, which has principally reduc'd me ro this 
Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm ſure 
Im in a Condition to be even with them. 
Fer. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with 
theirs. that's the truth on't. . 
val. I'll take ſome of their Trade out of their 
Hands. | 8 
Fer. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax up- 
on Paper; you don't mean to write? Vat 
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Pal. Yes, I do; I'll write a Play. 

Fer. Hem !—Sir, if you pleale to give me a ſmall . 
Certificat of three Lines only to certifie thoſe N 
whom it may concern, That the Bearer hereof 
Feremy Fetch by Name. has for the ſpace of ſeven 
Years, truly and faithfully ſerv'd Valentine Legend * 
Eſq ; and that he is not now turn'd away for any | 

Miſdemeanor; but does voluntarily diſmiſs his Ma- ä 9 
ſter from any future Authority over him. 4 
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Pal. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. a 

Fer. Sir, it's impoſſible I may die with you, ; 
ſtarve with you, or be damn'd with your Works: 1 
But to live even Three Days, the Life of a Play, I | Wl 
no more expect it, than to be Canoniz'd for a Muſe | 
after my Deceaſe. 5 

Pl. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 
Help;— T1 have you learn to make Couplets, to 
tag the ends of Acts? d'ye hear, get the Maids to 
Crambo in an Evening, and learn the knack of 
Rhiming, you may arrive at the height of a Song 
ſent by an unknown Hand, or a Chocolat-Houſe 
Lampoon. © 

Fer. But Sir, Is this the way to recover your Fa- 
ther's Favour > Why Sir Sumpſon will be irreconcila- 
ble. If your Younger Brother ſhou'd come from 
Sea, he'd never look upon you again. You're un- 
done, Sir, you're ruin'd; you won't have a Friend 
left in the World, if you turn Poet.—Ah, Pox con- 
found that Will's Coffee-Houſe, it has ruin'd more 
Young Men than the Royal-Oak Lottery — Nothing 
thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the Houſe 
would have been an Alderman by this time with half 
the Trade, if he had ſetup in the City—For my part, 
I never fit at the Door, that I don't get double the 
Stomach that I do at a Horſe-Race. The Air upon 
Bande ad- Domu is nothing to it for a Whetter: Yet I 37 - 
never ſee it. hut the Spirit of Famine appears to me, | 1 
ſometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with 167 0 
Pimping. and carrying Billet-doyx and Songs; not i 
like other Porters for Hire, but for Jeſts fake: Now | 
like a thin Chair-man, melted down to RT Ob | 

4 ras 


12 LOVE for LOVE. 


Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick to 


viſit ſome great Fortune; and his Fare to be paid 
him like the Wages of sin, either at the Day of“ 


Marriage, or the Day of Death. 
' Pat. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 


Fer. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a 


Meagre terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he 


had written for himſelt. or were reſolv'd to turn 
Author, and bring the reſt of his Brerhren into the 


ſame Condition. And Laſtly, in the Form of a worn 


out Punk, with Verſes in her Hand, which her Va- 
nity had preferr'd to Settlements. without a whole 


Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one of the 
Muſes ; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linnen to the 


Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio-Books of 
Warning to all Young Maids, not to prefer Poetry 
to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy 


Wit, before the Embraces of a wealthy Fool. 
EE To ee =  *' TR 
Scan. What Feremy holding forth ? 


' Pal. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could 


muſter up) been declaiming againſt Wit. — 

Scan. Ay? Why then i'm afraid Feremy has Wit: 
For wherever it is, it's always contriving it's own 
Ruin. 8 . oy 
Fer. Why ſol have been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
Mr. Sandal, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can 
diſſuade him from turning Poet. 


Scan. Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather 
depend upon the outſide of his Head, than the Li- 


ning. Why what the Devil. has not your Poverty 
made you Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſhew 
your Wit to get more? | He ER, 

Fer. Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any 
body that has more Wit than himſelf? ” 


Fran. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee 
how worthleſs great Men. and dull rich Rogues. a- 


void a witty Man of {mall Fortune > Why, he looks 
like a Writ of enquiry into their Titles and Eſ- 
tates, and ſeems commiſſioned by Heav'n to ſeize 
the better half. | = 
| Ia. 
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paul. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and 
be reveng d. | 


Sven Rail! At whom? the whole World? Impotent 
and Vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe, in a 


Country where Religion 1s Folly > You may ſtand 


at Bay fora while. bur when the full Cry is againſt 
you, you won't have fair Play for your Life. If 
you can't be fairly run down by the Hounds you 
will be treacheroufly ſhot by. the Huntſman... 


No. turn Pimp. Flatterer. Quack, Lawyer, Parſon. 


be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to an Old 


Woman. any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is 
worſe, more ſervile.' timorous and fawning, than 
any Thave nam d: Without you could retrieve the 
Antient Honours of the Name. recal the Stage of 


tir. 
Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if 


Athens, and be allow'd the force of open honeſt Sa- 


your Character had been lately expos'd upon the 
Stag“. — Nay. I am not violently bent upon the 


Trade [one knocts ] Feremy ſee who's there, [Exit 


Feremy] But reli me what you would have me do? 
What do the World ſay of me, and my forc'd Con- 


finement ? 


Scan. The World behaves it ſelf as it uſed to do 
on ſuch Occafion<; ſome pity you, and condemn 


your Father; others excuſe him and blame you; 


only the Ladies are merciful. and wiſh you well, 
fince Love and Pleaſurable Expence have been your 


greateſt Faults. 
Enter Jeremy. 
Vl. How now? 
Fer, Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome 
half a Dozen Duns. with as much Dexterity as 


hungry Judge do's Cauſes at Dinner- time. 


Val. What Anſwer have vo given em? 

Scan. Patience. I ſuppoſe the old Receipt. 

Fer. No. Faith Sir; I have put em of fo Io 
with Patience and Forbearance. and other f 
Words. that I was forc's now to tell 'em in pla 
downright Engliſh,. | 

Val. What? B - Fes 
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Jer. That they ſhould be paid. 
_ Fal. When ? 
Fer. To Morrow. 


Jul. And how the Devil do you mean to keep 


your Word > „„ 

Jer. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very 
much ſtretch d, that I reckon it will break of courſe 
by Yo-Morrow. and no body be {urpriz'd at the 
Matter: [ Knocking | — Again! Sir. if you don't 


| like my Negotiation, will you be pleas'd to atilwer 
theſe your ſelf. n od - 
Val. See who they are. [ Eæit Feremy. 

By this, Kanal. you may ſee what it is to be great: 


Secretaries of State. Preſidents of the Council. and 
Generals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a life as Ido; 


have juft ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, 
all ſolliciting of paſt promiſes; which are but a ci- 


viler fort of Duns, that lay claim to vol -ntary 


Debts. EL, 
Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having en- 


gaged their Attendance, and promis'd more than e- 


ver you intend to perform; are more perplex'd to 
find Evaſions, than you would be to invent the 
honeſt means of keeping your Word, and gratify- 
ing your Creditors. | „„ 

Val. Scan lal, learn to ſpare your Friends. and do 


not provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your 
Tongue, will one Day bring a Confinement on 


your Body, my Friend. 
Re-enter jſeremy. 
Fer. O Sir, there s Traptand the Scrivener, with 
two ſuſpicious Fellows Iike lawful Pads that won d 
knock a Man dove with Pocket-Tipſtaves. 


And there's your Father's Steward; and the Nurſe 


With one of your Children from Twitnam. 


Fil. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time 


to ling my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, 


Gives Money, 


ad bid ber trouble me po more; a thovghtlets 
«#0 handed Whore, ſhe knows my Condition well 


enough, 
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enough, and might have overlaid the Child a Fort- 
night ago. if ſhe had any Forecaſt in her. 


gran. What is it bouncirg Margery, and my God- 


ſon ? : 
Ter. Yes. Sir. | 
Kan. My Bleſſing to the Boy: ER” this Token 
Give Money, 
of my Love. And d- ye hear, bid Margery put more 


Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week. and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigoroul- 
Iy— ſpall take the Air ſhortly. | 
Mu. Scania, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk. 
Bid Tr4þ/an41 come in. 
Sop I thall be at reſt for one Day. 
Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 


2 


2 Chair frft. 


fly 


Trap. A good Morning to you Mr. Patemine, and 


to vou Mr. Scandal. 


Scan. The Morning's a very good Morning 
don r ſpoil it. 


Vl. Come ſit down. you know his way. 


Trap. 2 There is a Debt Mr. Valentine. of 1500 J. 

Sits. Hof pretty long ſtanding 

Vil. J cannot talk about Butineſs with a Thirſty 
| Palare Sirran the Sack. 


T. ap And I defire to know what Courſe you have 
taken for the Payment? 


Val. Faith and Troth, IT am heartily glad to ſee 
fl, fill, to honeſt 


you my Service to you, 
Mr. Traplant, fuller. | 

Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart This is not to our Bu- 
ſineſ my Service to you Mr. Scandal. [ Drinſi] 
have forborn as long. 

7. T'other Glaſs, and then we'l talk. Fill Feremy. 
, Trap. No more, in truth ——-l have forborn, I 
ay. 


Pal. cirrab fill when I bid vou And how do's 


your handſom Daughter Come a good Husband 


to her. { Drinls. 


B 2 Trap. 


It I can give that Cerberus 4 
[Ex Jeremy: | 


O Mr. Trapian{! my old Friend! Welcom. Feremy, 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Tort. 


— — ⁊w . — ᷣ —— _ ds — 
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Trap. Thank you have been out of this Mo: 
ney 55 
Jul. Drink firſt, Sandal, why do you not Drink? 


[They Drink. 


Trap. And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 
Val. I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply : 


It did me Signal Service in my neceſſity. But you 
delight in doing good.—Sandai, Drink to me, my 
Friend Trapland's Health, An honeſter Man lives 
Not, nor one more ready to ſerve his Friend in Di- 
ſtreſs. tho” I ſay it to his Face. Come, fill each Man 
his Glaſs. | ” 


Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whore- 


_ maſter, and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a 
Whoremaſter, that was not an honeſt Fellow. 


Trap. Fie, Mr. Sandal, you never knew. 
San. What don't I know »—1 know the Buxom 


black Widow in the Poultry—$80co1. a Year Joyn- 
ture, and 20000 l. in Money. A hah! Old Trap. 


Val. Say you ſo, I'faith: Come, we'll remember 
the Widow: I know whereabouts you are: Come, 


10 the Widow. 
Trap. No more indeed. 


Pai. What, the Widows Health: give it him — 
off with it. . 
A Lovely Girl, Tfaith. black ſparkling Eyes ſoft 
pouting Ruby-Lips! better ſealing there, than a 


[ They Drink. 


Bond for a Million, hah! 5 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch Thing. we'd better 
mind our bufinels..——o1're a Wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's buſineſs: 
fill again —Pretry round heaving Brea)s — a Bar- 
bary hape, and a jut to her Bum, would ſtir an An- 


choret: And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could 


but faſten his Eyes to her Feet. as they ſteal in ind 


out and play at Bo- peep under her Petticoats: ah! 


Mr. Trap! in! > is 
Trap. Verily. give me a Glaſs you're a Wag, 
ind he to the Widow. [ Drinks. 


$41 de begins to Chuckle; — ply him cloſe or 
he I relapſe into a Dun. e 
5 e Euter 


_—_—_—_— 
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nter Officer. 
Off. By your leave Gentlemen, Mr. Tarland, 


if we muſt do our Office tell n5--—- We have half 


a dozen Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pa!l-Mall and Covent- 
Garden; and if we don't make haſte rhe Chairmen, 

will be abroad, and block up the Chocolat Houſe, 
and then eur Labours loſt. 

Trap. Ud ſo that's true, Mr. Falemins [ love Mirth, 
but Buſineſs muſt be done, are vou realy to 

Fer. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to 
make Propoſals concerning vour Debts, 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. [rattand, fend away 
your Officer, You ſhall have an Anſwer 3 

Trap. Mr. Snap ſtay within Call. Hei: Offcer. 

nter Steward and . riſers Val er1tInG, 

Kan. Here's a Dog now, a Traytor in his Wine: 
Sirrah refund the Sack: Feres fetch him fore 
warm Water, or I'll rip up his stomach, and go 
the ſhorteſt way ro his Conſcience. 

Trab. Mr. Sandal you are Uncivilz I did not vas 
jue your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, 
when I have drank it. 

Kan. And how do you en pect to have your Mo- 
ney again, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 

Val. You need ſay no more {underſtand the Con. 
ditions; they are very hard. but my Neceility is 
very preſſing; I agree to em: take Mr. Traplan! 
with vou. LO ler him draw the Writine 


wer 


Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, he ſhall farisfic 
YOu. 


Trap. Sincerely. T am 10th to be thus preſiing, bur 
my Neceſlity. 
0. No Apology good Mr. 8 Sc: ttvener, you {ſhall 
be paid. 
Trap. l hope you forgive me, my buſine s requires; . 
[x27 L Stew Ng T7 D. ail fer. 
Sram He begs Pardon like a! angman ar an Uxe- 


eution. 


Ful. But I have got a N. 'prieve. 


Scan. Lam ſurprizd; what, do's your Father: re- 
kent. 


B 35 Lal. 
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Jul. No, He ha: ſent me the hardeſt Conditions it; 
the World; You have heard of a Booby: Brother Gf 
mine, that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This 
Brother, my Father hears is landed; whereupon he 
Ty affectionatel) ſends me W ord; It I will make 

Deed of Conveyance of my Right to his Eſtate at- 


ber his Death, to my younger Brother, he wil: ! im 
mediately furniſh me with Four Thouland Pour: 


to pay my Debts. and make my Fortune. This was 
once propos d before, and Irefus'd it ; but the pre. 
ſent impatience of my Creditors for their Mone Q 
and my own Impatience of Confinement, and a' 


lence from Angelica force me to conſent. 


Scan. A very detperate demonſtration of your love = 


70 Angelica: And | think ſhe has never given 5% 


any aflurance of hers, | 
Vat. You know her Temper; ſhe never gave me 


any great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. 


Kan. Women of her airy temper. as they ſeldo 
think before they act. fo they rarely give ts ar 
light to gueis at what thev mean: But you have li: 
tle reaſon to believe that a Woman of this Ager. 


who has had an indifference for you in your Pro: 
perity, will fall i in love with your ill Fortune: be⸗ 


lides, Angelica has a great Fortune of her on ane 


great Fortunes either expect another great Fortun 
ora Pool. 
Enter Jeremy. 
er. More Mis kortunes, Sir. | 
Fat: Vi hat anoth ET Dun - LVO 
Fer. No Sir but Mr r. Tattle i3 come to wait u por 


Pal. Well. I can't help it — you muſt bring bir: 


up; Heknows 1 any go abroad Exit r | 
scan Pox on him, IIl be gone. 

Fl. deo. prithec ſtay: Tettie and you hon! d neve; 
be aſunder; you are light and ſhadow. and {few ons 
another: he is perfectly thy reverfe both in humo 
and underſtar irg . and as yon {et up for De fama 
tion. he is a mender of Reputation“. 

Sex, A monider of Reputations! Aye, juſt as he 


is @ keeper of lecrets, another Virtue that he fer: 


W 
| Te 


mo 


Oe 
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up for in the fame manner. For the Rog gue Will 
ſpeat aloud 1 in the poſture of a Whiſper 15 and de- 

ny a Womans Name, while he gives you the marks 
of her Perſon: He will foriwear receiving 3 letter 
from her, and at the lame time fhew you. her Hand 
u pon the Superſcription: And yet perhaps he bas 
counterfeired the Hand tod; and iworn to a truth; 
but he hopes not to be believed; and refuſes the 
reputation of a Ladies Favour as a Doctor lays mo, 
to a Biſhoprick only that it may b- px ravied hic, 
5 ſhort he is a publick Profeffor of Sectecy, 

and makes Proclamation that he holds private In- 
telligence- He's here 

Enter Tattle. 

Tut Valentine. good Morrow; Scan la, "Fam Yours, 
[thats when you {ſneak well 6 me. 

Scan. That is, when Jam yours; for while Þ am 
my own, orany body s elle, that will never heppen. 

Tat. How human? | 

Vil. W hy Tutle. vou need not he much concern'd 
at any thing that he favs: For to converle with 
Scandal is to play at Lofing Lou; you muſt loſe a 
good Nam: to him, before you can win it for your 
ſelf. | 

Tit. But how barbarous that is, and how unfors- 
tunate for him. that the World hall think the het- 
ter of any Perfor, for his Calumniation! | thang 
Heav'n it has always been = part of wy Character, 
to handle the Reputation of others very 6 1derly ; 

. Scan. Ay, ſuch rotren Reputattons as ) OU have to 
deal with, are to be handl'd rencerly T daes d. 

Tat. Nav. ut why rotten :? \\ hy 41 90 * 1 „011 ay 
rotteh. when you krow not the Perions of u hom 
you ſpeak > How critel that 15 2 

Scan. Not know em: Why thou ne" er hadſt to 
do with any Body that did nor ſtink to all the T 

Tit. Ha ha. ha; nay. now vou wa 75 a tel} of it 


indeed. For rhere je nothing more known than 


that no Booy KNOWS 2777 7 ingo thatniture ohms: 
Ax 1 hor " Td he — v4 „Flic ene 1 ever e f 
Woman 9 855 I knew "what Woman wa 

Ut. 
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yal. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 
Tat. To be free with you; I have] don't cars 


if ] own that-—-Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold ; 
Word now) I never could meddle with a Womar: E 
that had to do with any body elle. 5 
Kan. How, 
Val. Nay Faith, I'm apt to believe him — Excep' . 
ql her Husband Turtle. | 
I Tat. O tha to—_—s | | | Of 
| Kan What think you of that Noble Commoner th 
4 Mrs. Drab ? 
i Tir. Pooh, ! know Madam Drab has made her bras: 
"Fe in three or four places. that I ſaid this and tha: ſo 
1 and writ to her. and did I know not what Bur. 1 
1 upon my Reputation, ſhe did me wrong WI, kr 
1 well, that was Malice But I know the bottom of 5 
1 it. She was brib d to that by one that we all knen 1 
5 —4 Man too. Only to bring me into Diſgra.: I 
1 with a certain Woman of Quality mon = 
i} Scan Whom we all know. Mr 
#1 Tat, No matter for that-——Yes, yes, every Body 1 
0 knows the 
14 No doubt on't. every Body knows my Secrets her 
. But I ſoon ſatisfy d the Lady of my Innocence; fo: 1 
ii I told her Madam favs I there are ſome Per T: 
1 fons who make it their Buſineſs ro tell Stories arid K 
| Hay this and that of one and tother, and every Th 
thing in the World. and, ſays I, if your Grace— S 
$cin. Grace | Ty 
Tit. O Lord, what have 1 ſfaid> my unlucky Wor 
Tongue? may 
Pat. Ha, ha. ha. | Sea 
Kan. Why, Title. thou hat more Impudence than you ' 
ene can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Efteen: Tat 
for thee, well. and ha ha, ba, well, go on. an: have 
what did you fay to her Grace? has de 
Val. [ confeſs this is fomerning extraordina: = Sear 
71. ora Word, ae I hope to be ſav d; an er- Tat. 
rant L-. Ling uæ — Come let's talk of foms- deny“ 
thing elſe. San 
vu. Well, but how dia yon accuit your elf. very 


413; 
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Tat. Pooh, pooh. nothing at all, I only rally'd 
with you —aA Woman of ord nary Kank was a little 
jealous of me, and I told her ſomerhing or other, 
Faith — I know not what Come let's talk 
of tomerhing elſe. | Huus à Sung. 
Kran. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we 
ſhould enquire. | . 


Tat. Valentine I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miſ- 
treis and her Uncle Old Forefght: I think your Fa- 


ther lyes at Foreſight s. 
'; 4 RR Ln 


Tat. Upon my Soul Angelice'sa fine Woman—And 


ſo is Mrs. Forefght and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all 
know her. 1 | | | | 
Tat. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What 2 
Tut. To tell. F 
Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Frail. N by | 5 
Tut. Who Iꝛ upon Honour I don't know whether 
ſhe be Man or Woman, but by the ſmoothneſs of 
her Chin. and roundneſs of her Lips. 

Scan. No! OD | 

Fe... Na. 

Kran. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tat. Impoſſible ! 

Scan. Yes Faith. Ack Valentine elſe. 

Tat. Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a 
Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe 
may have the Pleaſure of telling her ſelt. 

Kan. No doubt on't. Well but has ſhe done 
you Wrong or no? You have had her? Ha: 

Tit Tho I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I 


have more Manners than to contradict what a Lady 


has declar d. | 
Kan. Well. you own it? 80 
Tar. T am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes, I can't 
deny't, if the taxes me with it. 
Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine e- 
very Morning. * 
Lat. 
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Tut. How! 
Pal She does me the Favour I mean of a Viſit 
ſometimes. Idid not think ſhe had granted mo;e 


to any Body. | of 
Scan. Nor T, Faith but Tuttle does not uſe to ar 
belie a Lady; it is contrary 10 his Character Q 
How one may be deceived in a Woman. Pzenrine ? 
- Tat. Nay, what do you mean, Gen tlemen 2 dy) 


Scan, I'm reſolv'd I Il ask her. ; 
Tar. O Barbarous! why did you not tell me— 

Scan. No. you told us. | 

Tat. And bid me a«k Palentine. 


| Vil. What did I ſay? I hope You won't bring me th 

1 to confelis an Anſwer, when you never asK d me the 5 

peſtion. art 

1 Tat. But. Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman by 

if Proceeding E Ut 

J Pi. Nay if yo) have known & an la thus lorg, Bc 

it and cannot avoid ſuch a palpabie Decoy as this was, | 
| the Ladies have a fine time, whoſe Reputations are 

|| in your keeping. 0 

"  Futer Jeremy. Pa 

| | © Top. Sir, Mrs. Fail has ſent to know if you ere Nt 

it ſtirring. 

vg Pal. Shew her up u hen ſhe comes. [Exit Fer. do 

Tar. III be gone. 5 1 

lit Val. You'll . Rer. | by 

Tat. Have you not a back way? 1 

Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than thi 

to give Sandal ſuch an Advantage; why your run- _* 

ning away will prove all that he can tell her. 5 Ti 

Tat. candal you will not be fo ungenerour 0, ; 

I ſhall lote my Reputation of Secrecy for ever—-I IM. 

ſhall never ho rec-iv d but upon Publick Days and 

mv Viſies will ne er he admitted heyond a Drawirg- WW 

Room: I ſhall never ſhe a Red-Chamber again de- ſtre 

ver be ock q ina Cloſet nor ran behind a Screen, {PA 

or nadena Tible; never he diſtingnith'd among the : 

Woitins- Women bv the Name of Trofty Mr. al Su 

more Yo. will not be fo cruel, 5 1 

Vil Sanlal have Pity on him; he [l yield to 2-4 

ny. Conditions. Tat. Pal 
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Ta. Any, any Terms, . 

gran. Come then. ſacrifice half a dozen Women 
of good Reputation to me preſently—Come, where 
are your familiar And fee that they are omen of 
Quality too. the firſt Quality.- 

Tit. Tis very hard 

Kan. No. nothing under a Right Honourable, 

Tit. O Inhuman} You don't expect their Names. 
Scan. No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. 

Tat. Alas, thats the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me 
their Titles; I 11 deſcribe their Perions. 

Scan Well, begin then: But take notice, if you 
are ſo1lla Painter that I cannor know the Perſon 
by your Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd 
like other bad Painters, to write the Name at the 


Bottom. 5 


Tatt. Well, firſt then 
Fnter Mrs. Frail. 
O unfortunate ! ſhe's come air-aly; will you haye 
Patience *till another Time ll double the 
Number. 3 = | 

Scan. Well, on that Condition—Take heed you 
don't fail me. „ „ | 

Mrs. Frail. Hev Dey! I ſhall get a fine Reputation 
by coming to ſee Fellows in a Morning. anal, 
you Devil, are you here roo? Oh Mr. Tuttle, every 
thing is ſafe with you, we know. a 

Scan Turtle. 
Tit. Mum—O Madam vou do me too much Honour. 

V4. Well Ladv Galloper how does Angelica? 

Frail Angelica > Manners ! 

Vit. What yon will allow an abſent Lover: 

Frail. No. III allow a Lover preſent with his. Mi- 
ſtreſs ro be particular But otherwiſe I think his 
Paſſion onght to give place to his Manners. 

Val. But what if he have more Paſſion than Man- 
ners. | | 

Fr ul. Then let him marry and reform. 

Pi. Marriage indeed mav qualifi- the Fury of his 
Paſſion, but it very rarely mends a Mans Manners. 


Frail, 


Won't a Baronet's La- 
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| Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the World ; 


there is no Creature perfectly Civil but a Husband. 


For in a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, 

and that is che higheſt good Breeding, for it begets 
his Civility co other People. Well, I'll tell you 
News; but J ſuppole you hear your Brother Benja- 
min is landed: And my Brother orefjght's Daughter 
is come out of the Country | aſſure you, 
there's a Match talk'd of by the old People: 


Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaſt as ſhe is a 


Land Monſter we ſhall have a mot Amphibious 


Bree: -The Progeny will be all Otters he has 
been bred ar Sea, and ſhe has been never out of the 


"Country... . ** 
__ _ Pal. Pox take them their Conjunction bodes me 
no good, I'm ſure. | „ 
Flrail. Now you talk of Conjunction my Brother 
Foreſii ht has caſt both their Nativities, ard Prog no- 
ſticates an Admiral and an eminent Jufice of the 
Peace to be the Iſſue-Male of their two Bodies; tis 
the moſt tuperſtitious old Fool! He would have per- 
ſuaded me, that this was an unlucky Day. and 
would not let me come abroad: Bur | invented a 
Dream, and ſent him to Artim:dorus for Interprete- 
tion, and ſo ſtole out to fee you. Well. and what 
will you give me now? Come, I muſt have ſome- 
thing. 8 | 55 
Val. Step into the next Room- —and III 
give you ſomething. | 

Scan. Ay wellallgive you ſomething. 

Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 

Val. Mine's a Secret. | 

Frail. I thought vou would give me ſomething, 
that would bea Trouble for you to keep. | 

Val. And Sandal ſhall give you a good Name. 

Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me. Mr. Turtle ? 

Tat. > my Soul Madam. et 

Frail, Pooh No I thank you I have enongh to 
do to take care of my own. Well; but IIl come 
and ſee you one ot theſe Mornings: I hear you have 
a great many Pictures. at. 
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Tut. IJ have a pretty good Collection at your 
Service, ſome Originals. | 

Kan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and 
the Twelve Caſars, paultry Copies; and the Five Senſes 


as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf. And he 


himſelf is the only Original you will ſee there. 


Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 
Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you 
will believe him. | | 
Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 
Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and 


_ Contemplation. No Man but the Painter and my 


ſelf, was ever bleſs'd with the Sight. 
Frail. Well, but a Woman #5 
att. Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have 


her Picture there too for then ſhe is obliged 


to keep the Secret. 3 

Kan. No, no; come to me if you wou'd ſee Pi- 
Gurt -- 
Frail. You > 


Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture 


and moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as 


like as at Aneller's. - 
Frail. O lying Creature. Valentine, does not he 

lye?— I can't believe a Word he ſays. | 
Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks Truth now: For as 


Tattle has Pictures of all that have granted him Fa- 


yours, he has the Pictures of all that have refus'd 
him; if Satyrs, Deſcriptions, Characters, and Lam- 
poons are Pictures. 


clan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and hit. 
And yet there are ſome ſet out in their true Co- 


lours, both Men and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, 
Folly, Affectation, Wantonneſs. Inconſtancy, Co- 


vetouſneſs, Diſſimulation. Malice, and Ignorance, 


all in one Piece. Then T can ſhew you Lying, Fop- 
pery. Vanity. Cowardice, Bragging. Lechery, Im- 
potence, and Uglineſs, in another Piece; and yet 
one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t'other a 
profeſs'd Beau, I have Paintings too, ſome plea- 
ſant enough. : a 

| | .C Frail, 
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Frail. Come let's hear em. 
Kan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping 
for a Complexion, and ſweating for a Shape. 
Frail. So. | 
Scan. Then I have a Lady burning of Brandy in 
a Cellar with a Hackney-Coachman. 
Frail. O Devil! Well but that Story is not true. 
Scan. I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too, I have a 
Lawyer with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but 


one Face! a Divine with two Faces, and one Head; 


and I have a Soldier with his Brains in his Belly, 


and his Heart where his Head ſhould be. - 


| Frail. And no Head? 
Kran. No Head. 


Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you 


neer a Poet? 5 : 
Kan. Yes, I havea Poet weighing Words, and ſel- 
ling Prejſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking his 


Pocket. I have another large Piece too, repreſent- 
ing a School, where there are huge proportion'd | 


Criticks, with long Wigs, lac'd Coats, Steinkirk Cra- 


vats, and terrible Faces; with Cat-calls in their 


Hands, and Hornbooks about their Necks. I have 


many more of this kind, very well painted, as you 


ſhall ſee. : 30 
Frail. Well, III come, if it be only to diſprove 


Enter Jeremy. 


Fere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Fa- 


ther. ; 


Val. Ill come to him will you give me 
leave. I'll wait on you again preſently. 
Frail. No I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me 


to the Exchange? I muſt call my Siſter Foreſight there. 


Lan. I will; I have a Mind to your Siſter. 
Frail. Civil ! 3 
Tatt. I will; becauſeI have a Tender for your 
Lad yſhip. 


rail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my 


Opinion. 
| $c4n. 
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gan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the 
better Opportunity to engage your Siſter. 

Val. Tell Angelica. | am about to make hard Con- 
ditions to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee 
her. | | SER, | 

Scan. I'll give an Account of you and your Pro- 
ceedings. If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you 


are the moſt of a Lover of any Body that I know: 
Vou fancy that parting with your Eſtate will help 
you to your Miftreſs——.——]Jn my Mind he is a 

thoughtleſs Adventurer, | 


W ho hopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land, 
Or win a Miſtreſs with a loſing Hand, = 


— — —— 


A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 
Enter Foreſight and Seryant. 


Fore EY day! What are all the Women of 
my Family abroad? Is not my Wife 
come home? Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? 
Serv. No, Sir. 1 
Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of 


it > sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes. Is my 


Niece Angelica at home ? 

Srv. Yes, Sir, 

Fire, J believe you lie, Sir. 

Srv, Sir? | 

Fore. I ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any 
thing ſhould be as I would have ir; for I was 
born. Sir, when the Crab was aſcending, and all 
my Affairs go backward. 5 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell 
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Enter Nurſe, 


' Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs? 


Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart I know not, they're none of 


em come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's 


fond of ſeeing the Town-—Marry, pray Heav'n they 
ha' given her any Dinner—— Good lack a day, ha, 


ha, ha. Oſtrange; I'll vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, 
ha. Marry and did you ever fee the like! 


Fore. Why how now, what's the matter? 


Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, 


Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you have 


put on one Stocking with the wrong fide outward. 


Fire. Ha, how? Faith and Troth I am glad of it, 
and ſo I have, that may be good Luck in troth, in 
troth it may, very good Luck: Nay I have had 
ſome Omens, I got out of Bed backwards too this 


Morning, withour Premeditation; pretty good that 
too: But then I ſtumbled coming down Stairs. and 
met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe; ſome bad, ſome 
good, our Lives are checquer'd; Mirth and Sorrow, 
Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our 


Time.—But in troth I'm pleas'd at my Stocking. 
very well pleas'd at my Stocking. — 0 here's 
my Niece ! En 


Enter Angelica. 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait on him, 
if he's at leiſure >——'tis now Three a Clock, a 


very good Hour for Buſineſs, Mercyry governs this 


Hour. 


[Exit Servant. 


Ang. Is it not a good Hour for Pleaſure roo. Un- 


cle> Pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Or- 


der. 

Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all 
Females are mad to day It is of evil Portent, 
and bodes miſchief to the Maſter of the Family — 


J remember an old Prophecy written by Meſſehalah 


the Arabian and thus tranſlated by a Reverend Buck- 
inghamſbire Bard. 
When Houſe- wives all the Houſe forſaße, 
And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 


W ith= 


] 
; 


of the Aſcendant. Ha, ha, ha. 


CONN prongs 


Withouten Guile then he it fail, 
That ouſe doth ftand upon its Head; 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 
Ne mart, if it be fruiiful fond. 
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Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the 


Fruit of the Head is Horns. Dear Niece, ſtay 
at home — for by the Head of the Houſe is meatit 
the Husband; the Prophecy needs no Explanation. 

Ang. Well but J can neither make you a Cuckold 


Uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being 


one by ſtaying at home. 

Fore. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman lefr, the 
Prophecy is not in full force. | 

Ang. Bur my Inclinations are in force; I have a 
mind to go abroad, and if you won't lend me your 
Coach, I'll take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave 
you to erect a Scheme. and find who's in Conjunc- 
tion with your Wife. Why don't you keep her at 
home, if you're jealous when ſhe's abroad > You 
know my Aunt is a little Retrograde (as you call it) 
in her Nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you are not Lord 

Fore. Well, Jill flirt, you are very pert—and al- 
ways ridiculing that Celeſtial Science. 9 

Ang. Nay, Uncle, don't be angry — If you are, 


III reap up all your falſe Prophecies. ridiculous 


Dreams, and idle Divinations. III ſwear you are a 


Nuiſance to the Neighbouthood - What a Buſtle 


did you keep againſt the laſt inviſible Fclipſe, laying 


in Provifion as *twere for a Siege? What a World 
of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinderbozes did 


you purchaſe! one wou'd have thought we were 
ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making 
a Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark 

VV „„ 
Fre. Why, you malapert slut 
Ang. Will you lend me your Coach. or T!l go 
on Nay, I'll declare how you provhecy'd bo- 
pery was coming, only hecauſe the Butler had mil. 
laid ſome of the Apoſtle's Spoons. and thought they: 
were loſt, Away went Religion and $Syoon-mear 
3 together 
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- 


together Indeed, Uncle, I'll indite you for 


a Wizard. 


Fore, How, Huſſy, was there ever ſuch a provok- 
ing Minx? HE 


Nurſe. O merciful Father, how ſhe talks ! 


Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful mid. 


night Practices; you and the old Nurſe there. — 

| Nurſe. Marry Heav'n defend — at Midnight 
Practices O Lord, what's here to do > —— 1 
in unlawful Doings with my Maſter's Worſhip 
Why, did you ever hear the like now ———— Sir, 
did ever I do any thing with your Midnight Con- 
cerns——but warm your Bed and tuck you up, and 
ſet the Candle and your Tobacco-box; and your 


Urinal by you, and now and then rub the Soles of 


your Feet? O Lord, 1 _ 
Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key- 
hole of the Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the 


Witch of Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and 


pricking your Thumbs to write poor innocent Ser- 
vants Names in Blood about a little Nutmeg-Grater 
which ſhe had forgot in the Caudle- Cup Nay, 
J know ſomething worſe, if I would ſpeak of it.— 
_ Fore, I defie you, Huſſy 3 but I'll remember this, 
I'll be reveng'd on you, Cockatrice; I'll hamper 
you You have your Fortune in your own 


Hands — but III find a wey to make your Lover, 


To 3 Spendthrift Gallant, Valentine, pay for 
all, I VIII. | | EE 
Anz. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then 
Look toit. Nurſe; I can bring witnels that you 
have a great unnatural Teat under your left Arm, 
and he another; and that you ſuckle a young Devil 
in the Shape of a Tabby-Cat, by turns. I can. 
Nurſe, A Tear, a Tear, I an unnatural Teat! 0 
the faile flanderous thing; feel. feel here, if I have 


any thing but like another Chriſtian, [crying] or 


any Teats but Two, that han't given Sack this 
Thirty Years. | 
Fore. I will have Patience. fince it is the Will of 
the Stars I ſhould be thus tormented m— This 
| dhe 


F GRIT SO OOO OOOTT Oy 


my od 
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** 


SS 
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the Curſe of Kindred was foretold 
will have my Doors lock d up — III puniſh you, 
not a Man ſhall enter my Houle. 


one another 
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the Effect of the malicious Conjunctions and Oppo- 


fitions in the Third Houſe of my Nativity; there 
But I 


Ang. Do, Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my 


Aunt come home _— You'll have a Letter for 
Alimony to morrow Morning But let me be 


gone firſt, and then let no Mankind come near the 


* Houſe, but converſe with Spirits and Celeſtial Signs, 
the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. Bleſs me! 
there are a great many horned Beaſts among the 


Twelve signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds go to Hea- 


mn 5 | 
Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the twelve 


Signs, Spitfire, bur one Virgin. 


Ang. Nor there had not been one, if ſhe had had 


to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That 
makes my Aunt go abroad. „„ 
Fore. How? how? is that the Reaſon > Come 
you know ſomething; tell me, and I'll forgive you; 
do, good Niece—Come, you ſhall have my Coach 
and Horſes, ——faith and troth vou ſhall-— Does 
my Wife complain? Come, I know Women tell 
he is young and ſanguin, has 
2 wanton Hazle Eye, and was born under Gemini, 
which may incline her to Society; ſhe has a Mole 
upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open Li- 
berality on the Mount of Venus. — 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha. 
Fore. Do you laugh > — Well Gentlewoman, III 
—— But come, be a good Girl. don't perplex 
your poor Uncle, tell me — won't you ſpeak! 
Odd I III 


Enter Servant. 


you. MEG 
Ang. Good Bu'y Uncle Call me a Chair 
Ill indo. t my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not 
come home. 
Exeum Angelica and Servant. 
Fore 


Serv. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon 
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receive him; 


Fire. I'm fo perplex'd and vex'd, I'm not fit to 
ſhall ſcarce recover my ſelf before 
the Hour be paſt: Go Nurſe tell Sir Sampſon I'm 
ready to wait on him. . 
Nurſe. Ves, Sir. | | [Exit, 
Fore. Well Why, if I was born to be 2 
Cuckold, there's no more to be ſaid _—_—- 
Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with 4 Paper. 
Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; 
that's plain here tis, I have it in my Hand, Old 


Ptolomy ; I'll make the ungracious Prodigal know 


who begat him; I will, Old Noſtratamus. Why, I 


warrant my Son thought nothing belong'd to a Fa- 
ther, but Forgiveneſs and Affection; no Authori- 


ty, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; nothing 
to be done, but for him to offend, and me to Par- 


don I warrant you, if he danc'd till Dooms-day, 


he thought I was to pay the Piper. Well, but here 
it is under Black and White, Signatum, Sigillatum, 
and Deliberatum; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin 
is arriv'd, he is to make over to him his Right of 
Inheritance. Where's my Daughter that 15 to be 
Hah! old Merlin! Body 'o me, I'm ſo glad 
I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 
Fore. Od ſo, let me ſee; let me ſee the Paper—— 
Ay, Faith and Troth here tis, if it will but hold 
—Il wiſh things were done, and the Conveyance 
made When was this Sign'd> What Hour? 
Od ſo, you ſhould have conſulted me for the time. 
Well, but we'll make haſte — 
Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough. my Son 


Ben will be in Town to Night I have order'd 


my Lewyer to draw up Writings of Settlement and 


Jointure — All ſhall be done to Night — No 


matter for the time; prithee, Brother Foreſight, 
leave Superſtition | 
time but the time preſent, there's no more to be 
ſaid of what's paſt. and all that is to come will hap- 
pen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by 
Night, why, we ſhall know one anotker's Faces 
without the help of a Candle, and that's all the 
Stars are good for. Fort. 


Pox o' th' time; there's no 
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Fore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all > Give 
me leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are 
ignorant. | : | | 

Sir $amp. 1 tell you Tamwiſez and ſapiens domina- 
bitur aſtris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and 
an Argument to confound your Fphemerig———-TIg- 
norant! — I tell you I have travell'd old Fircy, 
and know the Globe. I have ſeen the Antipodes, 
where the Sun riſes at Midnight, and ſets at Noon» 
day. 3 | 


the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the 


Planets. and their Houſes. Can judge of Mo- 
tions Direct and Retrogade, of Sextiles, Quadrates. 
Trines, and Oppoſitions, Fiery Trigons, and Aquatical 


| Trigons. Know whether Life ſhall be long or ſhort, 
happy or unhappy, whether diſeaſes are curable or 


incurable. If Journtes ſhall be proſperous, Under- 


takings ſucceſsful; or Goods ſtol'n recover'd, I 
know 85 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor of 
China's Foot; have kils'd the Great Mogul's Slipper, 


and rid a hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham 


of Turtzry.—-—Body o' me, I have made a Cuck- 
old of a King, and the preſent Majeſty of Banzd4 
is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. 

Fore. I know when Travellers lie or ſpeak Truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. = 

Sir $amp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuc- 
kold in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conju- 
25 * not keep the Devil out of his wife's 

ircle. 


Fore. What does he twit me with my Wife too? 


I muſt be better inform'd of this.——{ 4ſde.]J—— 
Do you mean my Wife Sir $1mpſen? tho' you made 
a Cuckold of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body 
of the sun 8 

Sir $1mp. By the Horns of the Moon, you would 
ſay. Brother Cipricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Man- 
levi; Ferdinand Mende & Pinto was but 2 N 

8 thee 


Fore. But I tell you I have travell'd, and travell'd | 
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thee, thou Liar of the firſt Magnitude. Take back 


your Paper of Inheritance; ſend your Son to Sea 
again, III wed my Daughter to an Egyptian Mum- 
my. e er ſhe ſhall incorporate with a Contemner of 
Sciences, and a Defamer of Virtue. 5 
Sir Sump. Body o' me, I have gone too far; — 
J muſt not provoke honeſt Abumat ar an A. 
gyptian Mummy is an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty 
Hyeroglyphick, and may have $ignifications of Fu- 


turity about him; Odsbud. I would my Son were an 
 AB&yptian Mummy for thy ſake. What thou art rot 


angry for a Jeſt, my good Hily — I reverence the 


Sun, Moon, and Stars with all my Heart.— What 


III make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: Now I think 
on't, Body o' me. I have a Shoulder of an Aiftian 
King, that I purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 


_ powder'd with Hieroglyphicks; thou ſhalt have it 
ſent home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertain- 
ment for all the Philomaths and Students in Phyſick 


and Aſtrology in and about London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir 
Sampſon ? -— 

Sir amp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues ; 
ſhe's the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: 
Nay, ſhe is more illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe 
has her Chaſtity without her Inconſtancy, Sbub I 


was but in Jeſt. 


Enter Jeremy. 


how now, who ſent for you? ha! what would 


you have? 
Fore. Nay. i 
Fellow > I don't like his Phyſiognomy. 
Sir. Smp. My Son, Sir; what Son, sir? My Son 
Benjamin hoh? : : 
Fere, No, Sir, Mr. P4/entine. my Maſter— tis 
the firſt time he has been abroad fince his confine- 
ment, and he comes to pay his Duty to you. 
Sir Samp. Well Sir. 
Enter Valentine. 
Fere. He is here, Sir. 
Val. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 


Sir 


f you were but in jeſ. Who's that 
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Sir Sump. You've had it already, Sir, I think ſent 
it you to Day in a Bill of Four Thouſand Pound : 
A great deal of Money, Brother Foreſight. 


Fore. Aye indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of 


Money for a young Man, I wonder what he can do 


with 1t- _ 8 8 . | 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, ſo do TJ-—hark ye Palen- 


tine, if there is too much, refund the Superfluity, 


Doſt hear, By? | 
Val. su perfluity, Sir; it will ſcarce pay my Debts, 
l hope you will have more Indulgence, than 


to oblige me to thoſe hard Conditions which my 


Neceſſity fign'd to. 


Sir £amp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you 


pleasd to intimate concerning Indulgence? 
Val. Why, Sir, that you would not go to the ex- 
tremity of the Conditions, but releate me at leaſt 


from ſome part 


Sir Samp. O Sir, I underſtand you. — that's 
„„ . 
Vul. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask——— hut 


what you, out of fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd 
to add, ſhall be doubly weicom. © 
Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your 
filial Piety. and my fatherly Fondneſs, wou'd fit 
like two Tallies. Here's a Rogue, Brother 


Freſght, makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal 


in the Morning, and wou'd be releas'd from it in 
the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, Dog, here's Con- 
icience and Honeſty; this is vour Wit now, this 
is the Morality of your Wits! Youare a Wit, and 
have been a Beau, and may be a — Why, Sirrah, 
js it not here under Hand and Seal Can you 
deny it: 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live 
to ſee you go up Ho!born-Hill—— Has he not a Rogue's 
Face? Speak, Brother. you underſtand Phyſiog- 
nomy, a hanging Look to me——of all my Boys 
the moſt unlike me; he has a damn'd Tybarn Face, 


Fore. 
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Fire. Hum——truly I don't care to diſcourage 
a young Man, he has a violent Death in his Face, 
but I hope no danger of Hanging. 

Pal. Sir, is this Uſage for your son? — for that 


old Weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at 


him; bur you, Sir 
Sir samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir : ——_ Why, 
who are you, Sir ? 
Val. Your Son, Sir. — 
Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and 1 


believe not. 


Val. Faith, I hope not. nes 
Sir samp. What, wou'd you have your Mother a 
Whore! Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever 


hear the like! Body of me: 7 
Val. I would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity 


and unnatural Uſage. 5 
Sir Samp. Excuſe ! Impudence! Why Sirrah, 


may'nt I do what I pleaſe > Are not you my Slave? 
Did not I beget you? And might not I have choſen 
whether I would have begot you or no? Ouns who 
are you? Whence came you? What brought you 


into the World? How came you here, Sir? here, 
to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and look ere 
with that audacious Face, hah? Anſwer me that: 


Did you come a Voluntier into the World: Or did 


I beat up for you with the lawful Authority of a 


Parent, and preſs you into the Service: 


Val. I know no more why I came, than you do 
why you call'd me. But here Jam, and if you don't 
mean to provide for me, I defire you would leave 
me as you found me. ” 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, 
trip, and go naked out of the World, as you came 


into it. 


Val. My Cloths are ſoon put off. — But you 
muſt alſo deprive me of Reaſon. Thought. Pefli- 


ons. Inclinations, Affections, Appetites. Senſes and 
the huge Train of Attendants that you begot along 


with me. 5 
Sir 
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Sir $:mp. Body o'me. what a many-headed Mon- 
ſter have I propagated! _ 
vu. J am of my ſelf a plain eaſie fimple Creature 
and to be kept at ſmall expence; but the Retinue, 
that you gave me are craving and invincible ; they 
are ſo many Devils you have rais'd, and will have 


Employment. 


Sir Samp. Oons what had J to do to get Children > 
Can't a private Man be born without all 
theſe Followers . Why nothing under an Emperor 
ſhould be born with Appetites Why at this 


rate, a Fellow that has but a Groat in his Pocket, 


may have a Stomach capable of a ten Shilling Ordi- 


nary. 


Fer. Nay that's as clear as the bun; 11] make Oath 
of it before any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Smp. Here's a Cormorant t»0.-——Sheart this 
Fellow was not born with you: did noc be- 
get him, did I ? . 

Fer. By the Proviſion that's made for me. you 
might have begot me too '=——Nay and to tell your. 
Worſhip another Truth I believe you did for I 
find I was born with thoſe fame Whoreſon Appe- 
tites too, that my Maſter ſpeaks of _ 

Sir $Szmp. Why look you there now il matn- 
tain it. that by the rule of right Reaſon this Fel- 
low ought to have been born without a Pa ate, 
heart. what ſhould he do with a diſtin— 
guiſhing Taſte? I warrant now he'd rather 
eat a Pheaſant than a piece of poor Fob»; and ſmell 
now, why I warrant he can ſm: ll, and loves per- 
fumes above a ſtink. ——whv there's it; and Mu— 
fick. don't vou love Muſick. Scoundrel ? 

Fer. Yes I have a reaſonable good Ear Sir. as to 
Jiggs and Country Dances. and the like; I don't 
much matter your Sus or Sonata's, they give me 
the Spleen. | | | | 

Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha. ha. ha. a Pox con- 
found you Solas and Son:te's ! Oons, whoſe 
Son are you > how were you engender'd Muck- 
worm ? | 


* 


D Fer. 
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Fer. I am by my Father the Son of a Chair-man, 
my Mother lold Oyſters in Winter and Cucumbers 
in Summer; and I came np ftairs into the World, 
as was born ” a Cellar. A f 
TFore. By your looks, you ſhou'd go up fairs ou 
of the World too, Friend. e : n 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were anatomiz'd 
now, and diſſected, he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion 
and Concoction and fo forth, large enough for the 


Infide of a Cardinal ——this Son of a Cucember. 
— Theſe things are unaccountable and un- 


reaſonable, Body o' me. why was not I a 
Bear, that ny Cubs might have liv'd upon ſucking 
their Paws? Nature has been provident only to 
Bears and Spiders; the one has its Natriment in 


its own Hands. and tother Spins his Habitation 


out of his Entrails. 
Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all 

the Neceſſities of my Nature; if I had my right of 

Inheritance. „ 

Sir Sap. Again! 'Oons han't you four thouſand 
Pound) if l had it again, I would not give 
theea Groat— What, would ſt thou have me turn 
Pelican, and feed thee out of my own Vicuals? 
-—'S' heart, live by your Wits ou were 
always fond of the Wits Nov let's ſee, if 
vou have Wit enough to keep your ſelf>- 
Your Brother will £ in Town to Night, or to 
Morrow Morning. and then look you perform Co- 
venants and ſo your Friend and Servant. 
Come Brother Force ht. 

| Exeunt Sir Samp. and Foreſight. 
Fer. I told you what your Viſit would come to. 


a. "Tis as much as I expected — I did not 


come to ſee him, I came to Angelica: But ſince ſhe 
was gone abroad. it was eaſily turned another way; 
and at leaſt look d well on my fide; Whar's here? 


Mrs. Forefig ht and Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt 


i 11 avoid m Come this way, and enquire 
when Angelica will return. [Fx. 
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Enter Mrs. Forefight anl Ar. Frail. 

Fail. What have you to do to watch me 
'$'life 1 11 do what I pleaſe. 5s 

Mrs. Fore. You will? | 

Fail. Ves marry will! A great piece of 
Buſineſs to go to Covent Garden >quare in a Hack ney- 
Coach. and take a Turn with one s Friend. | 

Mrs. Fore. Nay two or three Turns, I || take my 
Oath. „ 

Fail. Well what if J took twenty I war- 


rant, if you had been there, it had been only inno- 


cent Recreation - ord. where's the Comfort of 
this Life, if we can't have the Happinels of conver- 


b ſing where we like. 


Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home 
I own it, I think there's no happineſs like conver- 
fing with an agreeable Man: I don't quarrel at 
that, nor I don't think but your Converſation. 
was very innocent; but the Place is publick and 
to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney-Coach is ſcan- 


dalous: What jf any Body elſe ſhould have ſeen 
you alight, as I did? — How can any Rody be 
happy, while thev're in perpetual Fear of being 
> ſeen and cenſur'dꝰ.· Beſides it would not 
\ only reßect upon you, Siſter, but me. 


Frail. Pooh here's a Cluttcr why ſhould 


? it reflect upon you. don't doubt but vou 
have thought your ſelf happy in a Hackney- Coach 


before Now. ———— If | had gone to Knight f- 


brilge. or to Cheiſy, or to String Garden or Barn Fla 


with a Man alone — fſomething might have 
been ſaid, | | 


Mrs. Fore, Why, was I ever in any of theſe Pla- 


A ces? What do you mean, Siſter? _ 


Fruil. Was I? what do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have heen at a worſe Place. 
Frail. I ata worſe Place, and witha Man | : 
Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to 


Frail, The World's-End! What, do you mean to 


banter me? 
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Mirs. Fore. Poor Innocent! You don't know that 
there's a Place call'd the orld's-End ? IIl ſwear you 
can keep your Countenance purely, you'd make an 
ad mira ble Player. 

Frail. I'Il ſwear you have a great deal of Im- 
pudence, and in my Mind too much for the 
Stage. . TS ” 
Mrs. Fore.- Very well, that will appear who has 
molt. You never were at the Vorid' End. 

tral, 90s. e 58 
| Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. 

Frail. Your Face, u hat's your Face? hy 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, its as good a Face 
as your's. „„ 

Frail. Not by a dozen Years wearing — But! 
do deny it poſitively to vour Face then. 

Mrs. Fore. I'll allow you now to find Fault with 
my Face; —= for I'll ſwear your Impudence 
has put me out of Countenance;————-Zut look 
vou here now; where did you loſe this 
Gold Rodkin 2 O Siſter, Siſter! 

Frail. My Bodkin! _ 1 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, tis yours, look at it. 
Fail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this Bodkin? Oh Siſter, Siſter !. Siſter 
every way, „ 1855 

Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I could not diſco- 
ver her, without betraying my ſelf. [ 4þle. 

Frail. J have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter. that 
one ſhould take great care, when one makes a thruſt 
in Fencing, not to lye open ones ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well, ſince 
all's out, and as you fay. fince we are both woun- 
ded, let us do that, is often done in Duels, take 
care of one another, and grow better Friends than 
before. 1 „% we 

Frail. With all my Heart, ours are but ſlight 
Fleſh. Wounds, and if we keep them from Air, not 
at all dangerous: Well. give me your Hand in 
token of Siſterly Secreſie and Affection. 


Mrs: 


of my Power 
that falls out luckily enough; my aukward Daugh- 


——— 
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Mrs. Fore. Here tis with all my Heart. 

Frail. Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and Con- 
ſidence, I'll acquaint you with a Defign that I 
have: To tell Truth, and ſpeak openly to one a- 
nother, I'm afraid the World have obterv'd us 
more than we have one another. You have a rich 
Husband, and are provided for, I. am at a lois, 
and have no great Stock either of Fortune or Re- 
putation; and therefore muſt look ſharply about 
me. Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to 
Night; and by the Account I have heard of his E- 
ducation, can be no Conjurer: The Eſtate you 


| knew is to be made over to him - Now if 
1 could wheedle him, Siſter, ha 2 You underſtand 


me? | | N | 
Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt 
And I can tell you one thing 


ter-in-Law, who you know is deſign'd for his Wife, 
is grown fond of Mr. Tuttle; now if we can im. 


prove that, and make her have an Averſion for the 


Booby, it may go a great way towards his liking 
of you. Here they come; and let us contrive ſome 
way or other to leave them together. 
Emer Tattle and Miſs Prue. 
Miſs. Mother, Mother. Mother, look you here. 
Mrs. Fore. Pie, fie, Miſs. how you bawl=—— 
hefides, I have told you, you muſt not call me 


Mother. | 


Miſs: What muſt I call you then, are you not my 
Fathers Wife > 8 95 

Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam —ͤ 
By my Soul, I ſhall fancy my ſelf Old indeed. to 
have this great Girl call me Mother Wel! but 
Miſs. what are vou fo overjoy'd at: 

Miß. Look yon here, Madam then, what Mr. 
Tittle has given me Lock you here Couſin, 
here's a Snuff box; nay. there's Snuff in't; | 
here, will you have anv ——— Oh good | how 
ſweet it is — Mr Turtle is all over ſweet; 
his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweer, 

oy D 3 and 
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ad his Handkerchief is Tweet, pure, 
(weer, ſweeter than Role Smell him 
Mother. Madam, I mean — He gave 
me this Ring for a Kiis. 

Tut. O fie Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and " 

Miſi. Yes; I may tell my Mother 
And he ſays he'll give me tomething to make me 
mel! o — Oh pray lend me your Hand- 
kerchiet——2— Smell Couſin, he lays he'll give 


me tomething thot will make my Smocks ſmell this 
Ils not it pure. —-[es better 
than Lavender mun - I'm reſolv'd I won't 
let Nurſe put any more Lavender among my Smocks 


way 


ha, Coulin. 


| Frail. Fie. Mits; amongſt your Linnen, you 


muſt lay-——— —yqu muſt never fay Smock. 

Mifs. Why it is not Bawdy, is it Coutin 

Tat. Oh Madam you are too ſevere upon Miſs; 
vou muſt not find Fault with her pritty Simplict- 
ty, it becomes her ſtrangely . pritty Miſs, 


don't let them perſuade you out of your Inno- 


= wiſh 


Cency. 
- Mrs. Fore. Oh. Demm you Toad - 
72 don't perſuade her out of her ee. e 
Tit. Who I, Madam? ————— Oh Lord, how 


can your Ladyſhip have ſuch FARO ——ſure 


you don't know me? 


Fail. Ah Devil, fly Devil He's as cloſe, 
Siſter, as a Confeſſor —— — lle thinks we don't 


obſerve him. 


Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur. how ſoon he could 


find our a Freſh harmleſs Creeture 3 z and left us, 
Siſter, preſently. 
. Tat. Upon Reputation 


Mrs. Fore. They're all ſo, des. - — theſe Men 


——they love to have the ſpoiling of a Young 
Thing, they are as fond of it, as of being firſt in 
the Faſhion, or of ſeeing a new Play the firſt Day, 
— - Ivarrant it would break Mr. Tarte“! 
Heart, to think that any Body ſs ſhould be before 
hand wich him. 1 
5 «3. 


N 


fo wholſome; 
1 fancy, if I were a Man 
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nu. Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou d not for on the 
World = 
Fail. o hang you who l believe you ? — 
You'd be hang 'd before you'd confeſs 
we know you ſhe's very prirty | 
Lord | what pure red and white l—— ſhe looks 
ne er ſtir I don't know, but 


— — 


Mifs. How you love to jeer one, Couſt in. 5 

Mrs. Fore. Heark ee Siſter by my Soul 
the Girl is ſpoil'd Monat ee think ſhe'll 
ever endure 2 great lubberly Tarpawlin 
Gad I warrant you, ſhe won't let him come near 
her, after Mr. Tuttle. 

Frail. O' my Soul I'm afraid Nati Oh} wen 


filthy Creature that ſmells of Pitch and Tar——— * 
Devil take you you confounded 8 did 


you ſee her before ſhe was married? 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him my 
Husband will hang us he'll think we 


brought em acquainted. 


Fail. Come, faith let us be gone If my Bro- 
ther Foreſight ſhould find us with, them; he d think ſo 


ſure enough. 


Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd - but how leaving 
em together is as bad——And he's ſuch a fly Devil, 
he'll never miſs an Opportunity. 

Frail. I don't care; Iwon't be ſeen in it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well. if you ſhou'd, Mr. Tateie, you'll 
have a World to anſwer for, remember | waſh my 
Hands of ir, I am thoroughly innocent. 

( Exeunt Mrs. Fore. and Frail. 

Miſs. What makes em go away, Mr. Tatt/e? What 
do they mean; do you know? 

Tart. Yes, my Dear think I can gueſs 
But hang me if I know the reaſon of it. 

Miſs. Come, muſt not we go too? 

Tatt. No. no, they don't mean that. 


Nit No! what then? what ſhall you and I 4. 
N =: 


7. 12s. 
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Tut. I muſt make Love to you, pritty Miſs ; will 


you let me make Love to you? 
Miſs, Yes. if you pleaſe. I. 
Tutt. Frank. I Gad at leaſt. What a Pox does Mrs, 


Foreſight mean by this Civility? Is it to make a 


Fool of me? Or does ſhe leave us together out of 


good Morality. and does as ſhe would be done by 
Gad Ill nnderſtand it fo. [ Afde.. 
Miſs. Well. and how will you make Love ro 


me Come, I long to have you begin 


muſt I make Love too? You muſt tell me how. 
Tut. You mult let me ſpeak, Miſs, you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt; I muſtask you Queſtions, and you muſt 


anf wer, „ 
Miſs. What is it like the Catechiſm ? — Come 
then ask me. „ | | 
Tut. D'ye think you can love me? 
Miſs. Yes. e 8 
Tut. Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes alrea- 
ay; I ſhan't care a Farthing for you in a twink- 
Miß. What muſt I ſay then? 


Tit. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or 


you can't tell : 
Miſs. Why. muſt I tell a Lie, then? 

Tat. Yes, if you would be well bred. All well- 
bred Perſons lie  —— Beſides, you are a Wo- 
man, you muſt never ſpeak what you think: Your 
Words muſt contradi& your Thoughts. 3 but your 
Actions may contradict your Words. So, when 1 
ask you. if you can love me, vou muſt ſay no, 
but you muſt love me too If I tell you. you 
are handſom you muſt deny it and ſay I flat- 
ter you But you muſt think your ſelf more 
charming than I ſpeak voir————And like me, 
for the Beauty which I ſay you have, as much as 
it 1 had it my ſelf _— If I ask you to kiſs 


me. you muſt be angry, but yon muſt not refuſe me. 
If Task you for more, you muſt be more angry. — 


but more complying; and as foon as ever J make 
ou 
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. you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold 
pour Tongue. % 

Miſs. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, —] 
like it better than our old-taſhion d Country-way 
of ſpeaking ones Mind, and muſt not you lie 

too ?; . 

5 Tat. Hum 
peak Truth 
Aſiſt. O Gemini 


-es but you muſt believe I 


well, I always had a great mind 


to tell Lies — but they frighted me, and ſaid it | 
FE = - 5 i 
F Tu. Well. my pretty Creature; will you make 


me happy by giving mea Kiſs? 
_ Miſs. No, indeed; Iam angry at you TY 
8 5 EE Rum and hiſſes him. 

Tur. Hold, hold, that's pritty wel. but you 
ſhould not have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me 
% 5 e 56 
Aliſi. Well, we'll do't again. | = * 40 
Tit. Wirth all my heart Now then my lit. #0 

tle Angel. ... - Kiſſes bers Mm 
Miſs. Piſh. 8 5 
Tut. That's right again my Charmer. 
DE [ Kiſſes again. P17 
Miſs. O fie, nav. now I can't abide vou. ne. 
Tit, Admirable ! That was as well as if you 1 
had been born and bred in Covent Garden. all the 1 
Days of your Life; —— And won't you ſhew me, 
pretty Miß, where your Bed Chamber is ? 

Miſs. No, indeed, won't I: Bur Il run there, 
and hide my ſelf from you behind the Curtains. 
"4-11 follow un ng, 
_ Miſs. Ah but Lil hold the Door with both m 

Hands, and be angry and you ſhall puſh 
me down before you come in. — | 

Tat. No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down 
afterwards. „ | 

Miſs. Will vou? then I'll be more angry, and 

more complying, — | 

T. t. Then I'll make you cry out. 


98 
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- Miſs, Oh but you ſhan' t, for I'll hold my 
. Tongue 
Tat. Oh my dear, apt Scholar. 


Ai. Well, now Ill run and make more haſte 


than you. [Fit Miſs. 
| Tar, You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as III purſue. 
[ kEuæxit after her. 


5 the End of th Second A. 


1423 SCENE I 


Eater Nu rfe e. 


Nurſe. XII. Miſs. Miſs Pe Mercy 
on me marry and 3 Why, 
what's become of the Child: Why Mils, 


Miſs Forefigh'———Sure ſhe has not lock'd herſelf 


up in ker e and gone to Sleep or to Pray- 
ers; Mils Miſs, | hear her Come to your 
Father. Child: Open the Door —— — —Open the 
Door, Milk = hear you cry huſhte— 


O Lord who's there? {perps.] What's here to do ? 


— 0 the Father! —— 2 Man with her 3 


Why, Miſs, I fay. God“ my Life here's fine Doings 


towards 0 Lord we're all Undone 0 
you young Harlotry. [knocks ] Ods my Life, won't 
you open the Door? III come in the back Cab 

Exit. 


Tattle and Miſs « the Door. 


Mile O Lord, ſhe s coming 
my Father; what ſhall Ido now 7 


lat. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two Mi- 
nutes longer, I ſhould have wiſh' d for her com- 


Miß. 


ing. 
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ture? 
Fenn. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Wo- | 


| secret, for it's whiſper d every where. 
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Mifi. O dear. what ſhall I ſay? Tell me, Mr. Tat- 
tle, tell me a Lie. 
rat There's no occafion for a Lie; I could ne- 


' yer tell a Lie to no purpoſe.— But fince we have 
done nothing. we muſt ſay nothing I think. I hear 
ber 'I leave you together, and come off as 
Jou can. {Thruſt ber in, and ſputs the Door. 


Fnter Velen tha Scandal, and An elien 
Ang. Vou can't accuſe me of Incon ancy; I ne- 
yer told you that I lov'd you. 


vn But can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for 


not telling me whether you did or no. 


Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; 
T never had Concern enough to ask my {elf the 


Queſtion. 

Kan. Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him 
ml did ask you. III fay that for you, Ma- 
am. 

Ang. What are you ſetting up for good Na- 


men do for ill Nature? 

Arg. Perſuade your Friend that it is all Aﬀedta- 
tion. 

Pal. I ſha!l receive no Benefit from the opinion; 3 
for I know no eff: Qual Difference between con- 
tinged Aff ation and Reality. 

$:andal are you in private Diſcourſe, 


coming = any thing of Secrecy ? 
[Aide to Scandal. 


Scan. Yes. but J dare tr'ſt you; we were talk- 
ing of 20 ica's Love for FRO you won 't 
ſpeak of ir. 


Tit. No, no, not a Syflable 1 know that's 


Kan. Pa. ha ha. 

Ang. What is. Mr. Tirtie? I heard you ſay ſome- 
thing was whiſper'd every where. 

Scan Your Love of Valentine. 
Ang. How! 


Tit. 
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Tat. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſt ip 
— ad take me. I beg your Pardon for 


I never heard a Word of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion, 


till this Inſtant, 
Ang. My Paſſion? And who told you of my 
Paſſion pray Sir? 


San. Why is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it 


you for a Secret? . 
Nit. Gad ſo; bur I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs | | 
Kan. Is that your Ditcretion ? truſt a Woman 
with her ſelf ? „„ 
Tit. You ſay true, I beg your Pardon; 
Fl bring all off Ir was impoſſible Madam, 
for me to imagin, that a Perſon of your Ladyſhip's 
Wit and Gallantry, could have fo long receiv'd the 
paſſionate Addreſſes of the moſt accompliſh'd Vlen- 
Fine and yet remain inſenſible; therefore you will 
pardon me if from a juſt weight of his Merit, with 
your Ladyſhip's good ene I form'd the Bal- 
lance a reciprocal Affection. ; 
bal. O the Devil what damn'd coftive Poet 
has given thee this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by 
Rote? FS VV 8 | | 
Ang. I dare ſwear you wrong him it is his own 
And Mr. Title only judges of the Succels 
of others. from the Effects of his own Merit. For 
certainly Mr. Tuttle was n 
his life. | SH 
Tat. O Lord } yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral 
Times. Y 
Anę. I ſwear I don't think it's poſſible. 


Tut Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 5 


I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and 
the moſt cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay. now you are ungrateful. | 
Tat. No, J hope not ——— tis as much Tnpra- 


titude to own ſome Favours, as to conceal o- 


There; 
Val. There now it's out. | 
Ang. I don't underſtand you new. I thought 
von 


ever deny'd any thing in 
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vou had never ask d any thing but what a Lady 


might modeſtly grant, and you confeſs. 

Kan. So, faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now 
you may go brag lomewhereelle, _ 
Tut. Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any 
Body ? RN 5 


Arg. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; | 


but you wou'd it you cou d, no do bt ont. 


Luut. Not in my Power Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputati- 


on in my Power? „ 

Kan. Ouns, why you won't own it, will you? 

3 . [ 4fide. 

Tut. Faith, Madam, you are in the right; no 
more I have, as I hope to be tav'd; I never had it 
in my Power to ſay any Thing to a Lady's Preju- 
For as I was telling you Ma- 
dam, I have been the moſt unſucceſsful Creature 
living. in things of that Nature and never had the 
good Fortune to be truſted once with a Lady's Se- 
cret; not once. N 

Ang. No! 1 5 5 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Kan And IIl anſwer for him; for J am ſure if 
he had, he wou'd have told me; I find, Madam, 
you don't know Mr. Tattle. 


_ Tat. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at 


all, I find: For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd 
have known 


Ang. Then' it ſeems you would have told if you 
had been truſted. | 
Tut. O pox Sandal. that was too far pu. 


Never have told particulars. Madam. Perhaps I 
might have talk'd as of a Third Perſon ————or 
have introduc'd an Amour of my own, in Conver- 
ſation, by way of Novel but never have explain'd 


Particulars. . . 
Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. 


_ Tattle's Secrecy. if he was never truſted ? 


Kan. Why thence it ariſes ———— The thing is 


pro verbially ſpoken ; but may be apply'd to him. 
2 — * 
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As if we ſhould ſay in general Terms, he only 
1s ſecret who never was truſted ; a Satyrical Pro- 
verb upon our Sex — There's another upon 
yours - As ſhe is chaſt who was never ask d 
the Queſtion. That's all. 
Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs. truly: Tis 
hard to fay whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the 
more obliged ro you. For you found her Virtue 
upon the backwardneſs of the Men; and his Secre- 
cy, upon the miſtruſt of the Women. | 
Tut. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we are 
_ oblig'd ro acquit our ſelves'—— And for my part 
but your Lady ſhip is to ſpeak firſt—— _ 
Ang. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſt- 
ed a great deal of Temptation. 
Tat. Ang I Gad, I have given fome Temptation 
that has not been reſiſted. RE.» 
Val. Good. 5 
An. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, 
how fruitleſs he has found his Endeavours, and to 
confeſs all his Sollicitations and my Denials. 
Val. Jam ready to plead, Not Guilty for you; 
and Guilty for my ſelf. 
_  &an. So, why this is fair, here's demonſtration 
with a Witneſs. = | 
Tat. Well my Witneſſes are not preſent=—But I 


confeſs T have had Favours from Perſons But as 


the Favours are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are 
namelels. | 

Scan. Pooh, pox this proves nothing. 

Tat. No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, 
and Rings; and if there be occaſion for Witneſſes, 
] can ſummon the Maids of the Chocolate-Houſes ; 
all the Porters of Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden, the 
Door keepers at the Play-Houſe, the Drawers at 
 LTocket's Pontack's, the Rummer. Spring-Garden ; my 
own Landlady, and Falet de Chambre; all who ſhall 
make Oath that I receive more Letters than the Se- 
crerary's Office; and that I have more Vizor-Masks 
to enquire for me. than ever went to ſee the Her- 
maphrodite or the Naked Prince. And it is no- 
. 54k . | | [9+ 
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torions, that in a Country Church, once. an En- 
quiry being made. who I was, it was an{wer'd, I 
was the famous Tattle, who had ruin'd fo many Wo— 
men. 

pal. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick- 
Name of the Great-Turk. | | | 

Tat. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pa- 
riſh——The next Sunday all the Old Women kept 
their Daughters at home, and the Parton had not 
half his Congregation. He wou'd have brought me 
into the Spiritual Court, but I was reveng'd upon 
him, for he had a handſom Daughter whom ] ini- 
tiated into the Science. But I repented it after- 
wards, for it was talk d of in Town DD Anda. 
Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a ra- 
ging fit of ſealouſie came down in her Coach and 
Six Horſes, and expos'd her ſelf upon my Account: 
Gad, I was ſorry for it with all my Heart — — 
Yon know whom I mean — You know where we 
riff. d —— 

Kan. Mum Latte. | 

Pal. S'death, are not you aſhamd> _ 

Ang O barbarons! I never heard ſo inſolent a 
po of Vaniry——Fie. Mr. Tutle—— I'll ſwear 

could not have beliey'd it——-—Is this your Se- 
crecy? ne 

Tit. Gad ſo, the heat of my Story carry'd me be- 
yond my Diſcretion, as the heat of the Lady's 
Paſſion hurrv'd her beyond her Reputation | 
But I hope vou don't know whom I mean; for 
there were 4 great many Ladies rifled ——Pox on't 
now could I bite off my Tongue 

Sein. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Jome Ill recommend a Song to you up- 


on the Hint of my two Proverbs, and I fee one in 


the next Room that will ſing it. | 

8 _ [ 285 to the Door. 
Tit. For Heav'ns ſake, if von do guels, ſay no- 
thing; Gad, Im very unfortunate. 


| E. * f Re- 
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Years 


me 


Re-enter Scandal. with one to Sing. 
San. Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt new Play. 


SO NG 
Set by Mr. Jobs. Eccles. 


A Nymph ind 4 Swain to Apollo once pray 4; * 


The Swain had. been ted, the Nymph been be- 
rayd 
Their intent was to try if his Oracle new 


5 Fer a Nb that was Chaſt, or a Swain that was True. 


IL 


48005 was mute, and had like chan been pos d, 


But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos d: 
Hie alone won't betray, in whom none will confide, 


And the Nymph may be chat that never was try d. 


Ener Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs Prue, and. 
| Servant. 


Sir Sump. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? 
— dd, I'm glad on't: Where is he? I long 
to ſee him. Now, Mrs. Frail. you ſhall fee my Son 
Ben. — Body o'me, ke's the Hopes of my 
Family —. Than't ſeen him theſe three 
I warrant he's grown — Call bim in, 
bid him make haſt— I'm ready to cry for joy. 

[Exit Servant. 


band. 
Miſs Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband. 
[ Aſde to Frail. 
Mrs. Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that to 


III beckon Mr. Tattle to us. 
Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? 
Val. We are the Twin Stars and cannot ſhine in 
one Sphere; when he riſes I muſt Se. 
h Be- 


Mrs. Fail. Now Miſs, you ſhall ſee your Hul- 


2 el. Dr 
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Beſides, if I ſhou'd ſtay, I don't know but my Fa- 
ther in good Nature may preſs me to the immedi” 
ate ſigning the Deed of Conveyance of my Eſtate, 
and 11 deferr it as long as I can Well, you'll 
come to a Reſolution. ſe | ES 
Ang. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or 1 
ſhall never have one. | 75 . 
Kan. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've ſome- 
thing in my Head to communicat to you. 
. . E⸗æxit. Valentine and Scan. 
Sir Sump. What, is my Son Valentine, gone? 


What is he ſneak d off, and wou'd not ſee his Bro- 


ther? There's an Unnatural Whelp! There's an 
III natur'd Dog! What, were you here too, Ma- 
dam, and could not keep him! Cou'd neither 
Love, nor Duty, nor Natural Affection oblige him. 
Obsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is 
not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has 
not a Drachm of Generous Love about him; All 
Intereſt, all Intereſt; he's an undone Scoundrel, 
and courts your Eſtate. Body o'me he does not 
carea Doit for your Perſon. 5 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon : for 
if I ever cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it 
ſhou'd have been his Eſtate too: But ſince that's 


gone, the Bait's off, and the naked Hook appears. 


Sir Samp. Ods bud, well ſpoken; and vou are 4 


wiſer Woman than I thought you were: For 
| moſt young Women now a-days are to be tempted 
with a naked Hook. 


Ang. If I marry, sir Sempſon, Im for a good E- 
ſtate with any Man, and for any Man with a good 


| Eſtate : Therefore if I were oblig'd to make a 


Choice, I declare I'd rather have you than your 
Son. | 1 


Fir Semp. Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman, 
| and I'm glad to hear you ſay ſo; I was afraid 


you were in Love with the Reprobate; Odd. T was. 
ſorry for you with all my Heart: Hang him, 


; Mungrelz ca? him off; you ſhall ſee the Rogue 
| thew himſelf, and make Love to ſome deſponding 


E 3 cadua 
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cadua of Fourſcore for duſtenance. Odd, I love to 
ſee a young ſpend thrift torc'd to Cling to an old 
Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak: 
Faith I do; I love to ſee em hug and cotten toze- 
ther, like Down upon a Thiſtle. 


_ Ben Legend, and Servant, 


Ben. Where's Father? | 
Serv. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 
Sir Samd. My Son Ben ! Bleſs thee my dear Boy; 
body o' me, thou art heartily welcom. es 
Ben. Thank you Father, and I'm glad to ſee 
YOu. 5 : | Ton 
Sir Samp. Obsbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee ; kits 
me Boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Bey. 
ER, „„ [ kiſſes him. 
Ben. So ſo, enough Father Meſs, Fd rather 
kiſs theſe Gentlewomen. . 8 
Sir Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt 
my Son Ben. | | | | 
Ben. For ſooth an you pleaſee—(Slnte her) 
Nay Miſtreſs. I'm not for dropping Anchor here; 
About Ship I faith — (kiſſes Frail) Nay, 
and you too, my little Cock- boat ſo— 
[kiffes Miſs 


Mrs. Angelica, 


Tut. Sir you're welcom a-ſhore, 
Ben. Thank you. «thank you Friend. 
Sir Samp Thou haſt been many a weary League 
Ben ſince I ſaw thee. 5 1 
Ben. Ey ey, been ! been far enough, an that be 
all well Father, and how doall at home? 
How do's Brother Dick. and Brother Pal / 
Sir Sam. Dick ! Body o'me, Dick has been dead 
thele two Years: I writ you word, when you 
were at Legorn. 8 
Ben. Meſs, and that's true: marry I had forgot. 
Dich; dead as you lay well and how ? I 
have a many Queſtions to ask you, well, you be'nt 
Marry'd again, Father, be you? | 
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Sir samp. No, I intend you ſhall Marry, Ben; I 
would not marry for thy Sake. | 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignifie 
marry again 


an you 
why then [1] go to Sea again 


ſo there's one for t'other, an that be all. Pray 


don t let me be your Hindrance; e'en marry a 
God's Name, an the Wind fit that way. As for my 
Part. may hap I have no mind to marry. 
| Frail. That would be pity, ſuch a handſom 
young Gentleman. a 
Bun. Hand ſom! he. he, he! nay, forſooth, an 
you be for Joking, III Joke with you; for I love 
my Jeſt an the Ship were finking, as we ſayn at 
Sea. But li tell you why I don't ſtand much to- 


© wards Matrimony. I love to roam about from 


a a little rough; he want 
Hail. Not at all; | like his humour mightily, it's 
plain and honeſt; Iſhould like fuch a Humour in a 
Husband extremely. _ 


Port to Port, and from Land to Land. I could 
never abide to be Port bound, as we call it: Now 
a2 Man that is marry'd, has, as it were d' ye ſee, 
his Feet in the Bilboes, and may hap mayn't get 
em out again when he would. 


Ben. A Man that is marry'd, d' ye ſee, is no more 


E like another Man, than a Galley-ſlave is like one 
of us free Sailors; he is chain'd to an Oar all his 
Life; and may hap forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel into 
the Bargain, 


Sir Samp. A very Wars, 1 510 Waeęg; only 
a little poliſhing. 


Ben. Sayn you ſo forſooth > Marry and I ſhould 


like ſuch a handſom Gentlewoman for a Bed fel- 
| low hugely. How ſay you, Miſtreſs, won'd you 
| like going to Sea? Meſs you're a tight Veſſ-], and 
| well rig9'd an vou were but as wel! Mann'd. 


Frail. I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Ma- 
ſer of me. i | | 

Ben. Bur TI tell von one thing an you come to 
Sea in a high Wind, or that Lady—— You mayn't 

e carry 
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carry ſo much Sail o' your Head — Top and Top . 


—— 
— —— — — — 


gallant, by the Meſs. 
Frail. No, why o? | 8 
Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to 


be overſet, and then you will carry your Keels a- 


bove Water. he. he. he. 


Ang. I ſwear Mr. Benjamin is the veriet Wagg in | 
nature; an abſolute Sea- Wit. 
Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you) 
before they want a little poliſhing. You muſt not Þ 


take any thing ill, Madam. 


Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not an- 
gry; I mean all in good part: For if Igive a [et F 
IIl take a Jeſt: and ſo forfooth you may be as free 


with me. | 


Ang. I thank you. Sir, J am not at all offend. ö 
ed, = but, methinks Sir Sampſon, you ſhoudſ 
leave him alone with his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we . 


muſt not hinder Lovers. 
Tut. Well Miſs, I have your promiſe. 


leave you together. 


Miſs. T can't abide to be left alone, may'nt my 
Couſin ſtay with me? 


Sir Smp. No. no. Come, let's away. 


Ben. Look you Father, may hap the young Wo- 


man mayn't take a liking to me 


Sir Samp. T warrant thee Boy, Come, come. we'll Þ { 


be gone; T ll venture that. 


bz 5 Fc unt all but Ben and Miſs. 
Ben. Come. Miftrefs. will you pleaſe to fir down, Þ 
for an you ſtand a fern that'n. we ſhall never!“ 
grapple together. Come III raul a Chair; 


there. an you pleaſe toſit II] fit by you. 


Miſs You need not fir ſo near one. if you have] 
any thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, Ian'tÞ 


dea E | 


Ben. Why that's true as you ſay, nor J an't _ | 
0 J can 


8 [Aſde to Miß. Þ. 
Sir $tmp. Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true: — 
look you Ben, this is your Miſtreſ. E-! 
Come Mi. you muſt not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll Þ 


— hs — — . 


4 


al 


I can be heard as far as another - Il heave 
off to pleaſe you (Sits farther F. An we were a 
League aſunder, I'd undertake ro hold diſcourſe 
with you an twere not a main high Wind indeed, 
and full in my Teeth. Look you forſooth Jam as 
it were, bound for the Land of Matrimony : 'tis a 
Voyage d'ye ſee that was none of my ſeeking, I 
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was commanded by Father; and if you like of it, 


may hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How lay. 


you Miſtreſs> the ſhort of the Thing is this, that 


if you like me. and [like you, we may chance to 


| ſwing in a Hammock together. | 


Miſs. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I 


| don't care to {peak with you ar all. 


Ben. No! I'm ſorry for that.. But pray why _ 
are you ſo ſcornful ? „„ ES 
Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, 


one had better not ſpeak at all, I think. and truly 


| I won't tell a Lie for the matter. | 


to give good Words, however. Iſpoke you fair dye 


Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly 


to lie; for to ſpeak one thing and to think juſt 
the contrary way, is as it were to look one Way, 
add to row another. Now, for my part d' ye ſee, 
l'm for carrying things above Board. I'm not for 
| keeping any thing under the Hatches, -ſo rhat 
if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a God's Name, 
there s no harm done. May hap you mav be ſhame- 
fac'd, ſome Maidens thof* they love a Man well 
- enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo ro's 

Face: If that's the Caſe why Silence gives Con- 


ſent. | 
Miſes. But Tm ſure it is not ſo, for III ſpeak, 
ſooner than you ſhould believe that; and III ſpeak 


truth, tho' one ſhould always tell a Lie to a Man; 
and I don't care, let my Father do what he will; 
Im too big to be whipt, ſo III tell you plainly, I 
don't like you, nor love you at all, nor never will, 
that's more: So there's your anſwer for you; and 
don't trouble me no more you ugly thing! 


Ben. Look you, young Woman. you may learn 


fee, 
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abus'd thus, fo I won't-—-If I were a Man. 


his Musk Doublet for him, I'll make him ſtink ; he 


Raye. 
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ſee, and civil As for your Love or your lik- 


ing, I don't value it of a Rope's end. And may 
| hap I like you as little as you do me: —— What 


{aid was in Obedience to Father. Gad I fear a 
Whipping no more than you do. Bur I tell you 
one thing, if you ſhould give ſuch a Language at 
Sea, you'd have a Cat o' Ninetails laid croſs your 
Shoulders. Fleſh, who are you? You heard t'other 
handſom young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of 
her own accord: Whatever you think of your 
felf, Gad I don't think you are any more to com- 
Fare to her, than a Can of Small- beer to a Bowlof 
Punch. NE, 8 

. Miſs. Well. and there's a handſom Gentleman, 
and a fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, 


that was here that loves me. and I love him; 
and if he fees you ſpeak ro me any more. hel! 


thraſh your Jacket for you, he will, you great Sen- 


"Calf. | 


Bien. What, do vou mean that fair-Weather 
Spark that was here juſt now? Will he thraſh wy 


jacke? Let n lets — gut an he 
comes near me, may hap I mav givin a Salt Fel 
for's Supper. for all thar. 


What does Father 
mean. to leave me alone as ſoon as I come home, 
with cha dirty Dody sea Calf? I] an't Calf 
enough to lick your Chalk a Face, von Cheeſe-cud 
vo: Marrv thee! Oons Ill marrv a La- 
In Witch as ſoon. and live upon ſelling contrary 
Winds and wreck'd Veſſels. 
Aſiſt. T won't be call d Names nor I won't he 


(Cy. Vou durſt not talk at this Rate No 
you durſt not you ſtinking Tar barrel. 
nter Urt. Foreſight and Ars. Frail. 
Mrs. Fore: They have quarrel'd, juſt as we could 
Ben. Tar- barrel? Let your Sweet-heart there 
call me fo. if he'll take your part, Your m E|- 
fence. and PII ſay ſomething to him: Gad Il lace 


{hall 


—— 
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ſhall ſmell] more like a Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, 
| afore I ha' done with 'en. 
Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter > Miſs, 
what does ſhe cry? Mr. Benjamin, what have 
you done to her ? 


Ben. Let her cry: The more ſhe cries. the leſs 
ſhell ſhe has been gathering foul Weather in 
her Mouth and now it rains out at her Eyes. 
| Mrs. Fore. Come. Miſs. come along with me, and 
tell me. poor Child. | 
| Frail, Lord what ſhall we do, there's my Brother 
» Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
Miſs down into the Parlour, and Ill carry Mr. Ben- 
amin into my Chamber. for they muſt not know 
that they are fallen our. Come, Sir, will you 


venture your ſelf with me? 
: I Loos kindly on him. 
Ben. Venture! Meſs, and that Iwill, tho' twere 
to Ses in a Storm. [km. 
1 Enter Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 
Sir samp. I left 'em together here; What are 
ie they gone? Ben's a brisk Boy : He has got her in- 
to a Corner. Father's own Son faith he'll touzle 
et her, and mouzle her: the Rogue's ſharp ſet, com- 
e, ing from Sea. if he ſhould not ſtay for ſaying Grace, 
old Foreſight, but fall too without the help of a 
d Parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhould I could not be angry 


1j- MW with him; *twould be but like me, 4 Chip of the old 

ry Boch. Ha! thou'rt melancholly, old Prognoftica- 
tion; as melancholly as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt 
he or pair'd thy Nails of a Sunday; ——_— Come, 

— cher up, look about thee : Look up old Star 
No zer. Now is he poring upon the Ground for 

acrooked Pin, or an old Horſe-nail, with the head 
towards him. _ 

uld Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to mor- 

row Morning. | oe 
ere Sir Simp. With all my Heart. 

E(- Fire. At Ten a Clock, punctually at Ten. : 
ace Sir Smp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou fhalt ſet 
— thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve 

a IT _ it 
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its Motions; they ſhall be marry'd to a Minute, 
go to Bed to a Minute; and when the Alarm ſtrikes 


ed in the Veſt or the French Fleet were at Anchor at 


know what it mav come tc But it has ha 
a Conſequence already that touches us all. 


for his Father, and the wiſe Foreſgbt; talks of 
Raymond Lully and the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has 
Secrets to impart I ſuppoſe to you two. I can get 


they (hall keep time like the Figures of St. Lun— 


ſtan Clock, and Conſummatum eſt hall ring all over 
the Pariſh. 


Enter Scandal. 

Scan. Sir Sampſon, ſad News. 
_ Fore. Bleſs ux 

Si: Sam. Why, what's the Matter. 1 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afffict you 
and him. and ali of us, more than any thing elſe. 

Sir samp Body o' me. | don't know any uni- 
yerſal Grievance bur a new Tax. and the Loſs of 
the Canary Fleet z without Popery ſhould be land- 


Blackwall. 5 19 
Scan. No. Undoubtedly Mr. Forefght knew all 
this. and might have prevented it. | 
Fore. *Tis no Earthquake ! : : 
Scan. No, not yet; norWhirlwind. But we don't 


Sir Samp. Why Body o' me our with it. 


San. Something has appear d to your Son Vale. 
tin. He's gone to Bed upon it and ery ill —He | 


ſpeak« little yet ſays he has a World ro fay. - A«ks 
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nothing our of him but Sighs. He defires he may | 


ſee vou in the Morning, but would not be difurb d 


to Nicht. becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs to do in a 


Dream. . | | | | 
Sir Simp. Hoity toitv. What have J to do with 


his Dreams or Divination: Body o' me, this 


is a Trick to defer ſigning the Convevance. 


_ warrant the Devil will tell him in a Dream, that 


he muſt not part with his Eſtate: But III bring 
him a Parſon to tell him, that the Devil's a Liar: 
Or if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 


that ſhall out-lie the Devil. And ſo I'll try whe 
1 | - ther 
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ther my Black-Guard or his ſhall get the better of 


the day. 1 . Exit. 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not 
right——You are a Wiſe Man, and a Conſcien- 


tious Man; a Searcher into obſcurity and Futuri- 
ty; and if you commit an Error, it is with a great 
deal of Conſideration, and Diſcretion, and Cau- 
tion. | | 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal.— | 
Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter 
you hut Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty; I'm 
afraid he is not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Firefight — 
He has been wicked, and Heav'n grant he may mean 
well in his Affair with you But my Mind 
gives me, theſe things cannot be wholly infignifi- 
cant. Youare wiſe, and ſhou'd not be over-reach'd, 
| | ©: methinks you ſhou'd nor. 1. 


. FEE e 


X Fore. Alas, Mr. Sanda. — Humanum eſt er- 
of 1 | | 
axe. e | I, 
t | San. You ſay true, Man will err; mere Man 


| | will er. bit you are ſomething more-—There 

have been wiſe Men but they were ſuch as vo 
Men who conſulted the Stars, and were obicrvers 
of Omens— Vlomon was wile but how ?-——-By 


e | his judgment in Aſtrologv o favs Pine ſa in his 
Third Book and Eighth Chapter — 

f Pore. You are learn'd Mr. Scan.lul 

s Kran. A Trifler but a Lover of Art — An 

t | the Wiſe Menof the 3 ow d their Inſtruction ro 
y | 2 a Star, which is rightly obſerv'd by Gregory che 
d Great in favour of Aſtrology ! And Albertus Mig- 
3 nus makes it the moſt valuable Science. Becaule. lays 


he. it teaches us to conſider the Cauſes, in the Cau- 
ſes of Things. T9 TT 

> FHore. I proteſt Thonour you, Mr. ande] did 
not think you had been read in thele matt. rs 
Few Young Men are inclin'd. | 
Caran. I thank my Stars that have inclin'd me. 
hut ] fear this Marriage and making over this E- 
ſtate this rransferring of a rightful Inheritance, 
will bring Judgments upon us. I propheſie it, me 


S — rs Ay ay rr II Oe, 


1 


4 


uſual Violence 


pet of Worldly Lucre carry you beyond your 
| You 
are not ſarisfy' d that you act juſtly. 


| loath to diſcourage you 
that you are not ſatisfy 'd. 


LOVE for LOVE. 


I wou'd not have the Fate of Caſſandra, not to be be. 
liey'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, what can be the Cauſe 
of that? And Sir Sampſon is hurry'd on by an un- 
I tear he does not a& wholly 
from himſelf ; nerkitite he does not look as he 


uſed to do. 


Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature 


But as to his Marriage I have conſulted the Science 
and all Appearances are proſperous— 


Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the Prof. 


udgment nor againſt your Conſcience 


Fore. How ? 
Kan. You are not ly I 9——1 am 
But it is palpable 


Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal, I think 1 
am very well ſatisfy d. 

Scan. Either you ſuffer your ſelf to deceive your 
ſelf; or you do not know your ſelf. 

Fore. Pray explain your lelf. 

San. Do you ſleep well o Nights? 

Fore. Very well. 

San. Are you certain? You do not look ſo. 

Fore. J am in Health, I think. 


Scan. SO was Valentine this Morning and loox dd 


juſt ſo. 


Fore. How! Am Lalter'd any way? 1 don? t per- 
ceive it. 


gran. That may be, but your Beard is longer than 


it was two Hours ago. 
Fre. Indeed ! Bleſs me. 
Enter Mrs. Foreſi ght. 


Mrs. Fore. Hus band, will you go to Bed? It's Ten 
2 Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant 


Kan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign 

But I muſt work her into the Project. You 

e early Hours, Madam. 

1 Mrs. Fore, Mr. Forefight is punctual, 1 we fit up after 
im, 
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Fore. My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your lit- 
tle Looking-glaſs. 5 
Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam — Il tell you 
the reaſon. [She gives him the Glaſs: Scandal and ſhe 
whiſpers) My Paſſion for you is grown ſo violent 
that I am no longer Maſter of my ſelf 
] was interrupted in the Morning, when you had 
Charity enough to give me your Attention, and I 
had hopes of finding another Opportunity of ex- 
plwaining my ſelf to you but was diſappoin« 
tel all this Day; and the Uneaſineſs that has atten» 
ded me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this un- 
ſealonable Hour. 
Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to 
make Love to me before my Husband's Face ? I'll 
2 Swear [ll tell him. 


Can. Do, I'll dye a Martyr, rather than diſclaim 
my Paſſion. But come a little farther this way, 
and I'll tell you what Project I had to get him out 
ol the way; that I might have an Opportunity of 
waiting upon you. 5 C Whiſpers 
= [ Foreſight looking in the Glaſs. 
** Fore. Ido not ſee any Revolution here ;— ; 
2 Methinks I look with a Serene and benign aſpect 
pale, a little pale— but the Roſes of theſe 
> Cheeks have been gather'd many Years; ha! 
l do not like that ſudden fluſning gone already! 
EC hem, hem. hem! Faintiſh. My Heart is pretty 
= good ; yet it beats; and my Pulſes ha! — 
=» have none — Mercy on me hum Yes, 
here they are——— Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
= gallop, gallop, hey? Whither will they hurry 
me? Nou they're gone again And now 
Im faint again; and pale again and hem! And my 
blem! breath, gem! — grows ſhort; hem! 
* hem! he, he, hem! 1 Ty 
n = Kan. It takes, purſue it 1n the name of Love and 
x _ Pleaſure. | FOCI FH 
Mrs. Fire. How do you do. Mr. Foreſight ? 
er Tore Hum. not ſo well as I thought I was. Lend 
me your Hand. | 
re. 8 | | F 2 Nan. 
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Nights; I cannot ſay that he has once broken my 
Reſt fince we have been Marry'd. | 


gl 
him to Bed. $4 


the Morning 


Comfort by me. 


combuſt; and then I may do well. L 


San. Look you there now —— Your Lady wes 9 
your Sleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. i 

Mrs. Fore. mighty reſtleſs. but I was afraid to | 0 
tell him ſo —He has been ſubject ro Talking = 
and Starting. 1 

gran. And did not uſe to be ſo? 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within theſe three 


Fore. Iwill go to Bed. LS 
Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Foreſight, and ſay your Prayers; 8 
He looks better than he did. MN 
Mis. Fore, Nurſe, Nurſe! {calls þ 7. 
Fore. Do you think ſo. Mr. Sanda !??? F 4 
Scan. Yes, yes, I w_ this will be gone by Morn- E 
ing taking it in time. 1 
Ere. I hope RT 


| | FE Nurſe. 3 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, your Maſter is not well; 1 BI 


Scan. I hope you will be able to ſee e in!? 
You had beſt take a little Diaco- x 
dion and Cowllip Water, and lie upon your back, 
may be you may dream. 
Fore. I thank you Mr. Scandal. I will——Nurſe, 
let me have a Watch- light, and lay the Crums of 


Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. And —hem, hem! I am very faint 

Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Do I > And d' ye hear bring me, let me 
ſee—— within a quarter of Twelve — hem —-he, 
hem !- Juſt upon the turning of the Tide, 
bring me the Urinal; -And I hope neither the 
Lord of my Aſcendant.. nor the Moon will be an 


Scan. T hope ſo—Leave that to me; J will erect Mi 
a Scheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sol and “e. | 
nus in the ſixth Houſe. to 


_ Fore, I thank you, Mr. Sanda, indeed that wou's | lo 
e : 
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be a great Comfort to me. Hem, Hem! good 
Mt Night. : . | | [ Exit. 
* gran. Good Night, good Mr. Foreſight ;——and I 
hope Mars and Venus will bein Conjunction j— 
3} while your Wife and Iare together. | ; 
Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to 
make of this Project? You don't think, that you 
are ever like to ſucceed in your defign upon me. 
\ * Sean. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion 
both of you and my ſelf, than to deſpair. 
Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad | 
| 7 heark'ee Devil; do you think any Woman's Ho- 
4 neſt? = 
Sin. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt,- -they'll 
cheat a little at Cards, ſometimes, but that's no- 
thing. 5 DI. 3 55 
> Mrs. Fore, P'ſhaw ! But Virtuous. I mean. 
{> Scan. Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are Vir- 
tuous too; but tis as I believe ſome Men are Va- 
it Ba liant, thro' fear For why ſhou'd a Man court 
Danger, or a Woman ſhun Pleaſures. 
in! Mrs. Fore. O Monſtrous! What are Conſcience 
o- Þ © and Honour? 
k, Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and 
[© Conſcience a Domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd 
{e, ſecure his Pleaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and 
oi gc halves with t'other. As for Honour, that you 
have ſecur'd, for you have purchas'd a perpetual Op- 


portunity for Pleaſure. 
© Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure! 

© San. Aye, your Husband; a Husband is an op- 
= portunity for Pleaſure ; {o you have taken care of 
Honour, and tis the leaſt I can do to take care of 
© Conſcience. 
= Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one 
another? 

I 1 Yes Faith, I think ſo,; I love to ſpeak my 
Mind. 1 

Mrs. Fore. Why then I'Il ſpeak my Mind now as. 
to this Affair between you and me. Here you make 
love to me; why: I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe 
| 3 | MS. 
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Favour; you miſtake, the Liberty I take in talking, 


that firſt cries out ſtop Thief, is often he that has 


| Ro pes. 


— TRIER 


LOVE for LOVE. 
me. Your Perſon is well enough and your Under. 
ſtanding is not amiſs. . 


Scan. I have no great Opinion of my ſelf; yet! 
think, I'm neither Deform'd, nor a Fool. 


Mrs. Fore. But you have a Villanous Character; 
you are a Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you wou'd ſay— you 
think it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſati- 
on with me, than to allow ſome other Men the laſt 


is purely affected, for the Service of your Sex. He 


ſtolen the Treaſure, I am a Jugler, that a& by 
Confederacy; and if you pleaſe, we'll put a Trick 
upon the World. up os 

Mrs. Fore. Aye; but you are ſuch an univerſal 
Jugler, that I'm afraid you have a great many Con- 
—˖ĩ EE 5 
Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 


Mrs. Fore. O fie Il Swear you're impudent. I 

Scan. I'll Swear you're Handſom.  _ 8 $3 

Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho* you dit 
not think ſo. he 


Kran. And you'd think ſo, tho* I ſhould not{tel 
you ſo: And now I think we know one anothW ba 
pretty well. „ 


- 


Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here? P 
| - Enter Ars. Frail, and Ben. Vo! 
Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind——Fathe Inf 
has nothing to do with me—Nay, I can't ſay thiſ 
neither; he has ſomething to do with me. Bu 
what do's that ſignife? If ſo be, that I ven't ming] 1 
ed to be ſteer d by him; tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtriyſ tain 
again Wind and Tide. „„ . B 
Mrs. Frail. Aye. but my dear, we muſt keep Cre 
ſecret, till the Eſtate is ſettled ; for you knoYhap 
marrying without an Eſtate, is like Sailing ina Sh ry*d 
without Ballaſt, Es | K. 
Ben. He. he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for: 
the World it is indeed, as like as two Cab 


Mil 
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Mrs. Frail, And tho' I have a good Portion; 
you know one would not venture all in one Bot- 
8 5 | 
Ben. Why that's true again; for may hap one 
bottom may ſpring a Leak. You have hit it in- 
deed, Meſs you've nick'd the Channel. a 
Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me 
after all, you'd break my Heart. 1 
Ben. Break your Heart > I'd rather the Mary- 
od ſhould break her Cable in a Storm, as well as 
loye her. Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe heart- 
ed, like a Land-man. A Sailor will be honeſt. tho't 
may hap he has never a Penny of Money in his 
| Pocket. — May-hap I may not have ſo fair a 
Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for all that 
I've as good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as 
ſound as a Bisket. „ 1 1 8 
Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always > 
Ben. Nay, an I love you once. I'll ſtick like pitch; 
t. LEE you that. Come, III fing you a Song of a 
Sailor. | PE 
Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my Siſter, I'll call her to 
hear it. et, . 
Mrs. Fore. Well. I won't go to Bed to my Hus- 
band to Night; becauſe I'll retire to my own Cham 
ber and think of what you have ſaid. 
Scan. Well; You'll give me leave to wait upon 
you to your Chamber-door; and leave you my laſt 
Inſtructions? 5 
Mrs. Fore. Hold here's my Siſter coming toward 


us. 

mind Mrs. Fail. If it won't interrupt you, I'll enter- 

ſtrinß tain you with a Song. Os: 
Ben. The Song was made npon one of our Ship's- 

eep Crew's Wife; our Boatſwain made the Song, may 

knoWhap you may know her. Sir. Before ſhe was mar- 

na Sh ry*d, ſhe was call'd buxom Foan of Deptford. 

. Kan. I have heard of her. Ben fings. 

or? | | 
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„„ YASLAD: 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


A Soldier and a Sailor, 
A Tinker and à Taylor, 
Had once 4 doubtfu! Strife, Sir, 


To make a Maid a Wife. Sir, 


Whoſe Name was buxom Joan: 
For now the Time was ended, 


When ſhe no more intended. 


To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 


And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And lie & Nights alone. 


II. 


The Soldier ſwore like Wunder. 


He lov'd her more than Plunder; 


And ſhew'd her many a Kar, Sir, 


That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fighting for her Sake. 

The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 

With offering her his Meaſure ; 


The Tinker too with Mettle, 


Said he could mend her Kettle, 
And ſtop up ev ry Leak. 


III. 


But while theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor ſlily waiting, 5 


Thought if it came about Sir, ; 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 
He then might play his part. 
And ju$ e en as he meant, Sir, 


Jo Loggerbeads they went, Sir, 


And then he les fly at her, 
A ſhot twixt Wind and Water. 
That won this fair Maid*s Heart: 
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Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, 
© are not gone. you ſhall ſee that we Sailors can 
© Dance ſometimes as well as other Folks. (Whiſtles. 
I warrant that brings em, an they be within 


hearing. 
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* | Enter Seamen. Es 
Oh here they be- and Fiddles along with em; 
come my Lads, let's have a round, and I'Il make 
one. | | [ Dance. 
Ben. We're merry Folk, we Sailors, we han't 
much to care for. Thus we live at dea; eat Biſ- 
let, and drink Flip; put on clean Shirts once a 
Quarter Come home and lie with our Land- 
ladies once a Year get rid of a little Money; and 
then put off with the next fair Wind. How d' ye 
like us. | = | 8 

A _ Frail. O' you're the happieſt, merrieſt Men 
= alVe. | 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for 
this Entertainment. 

l believe it's late. 

Ben. Why. forſooth; an you think ſo, you had 
& beſt go to Bed. For my part I mean to toſs a Can 
and remember my Sweetheart, afore I turn in; 
E. may-hap I may dream of her. VVV 
Mrs. Fore, Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed, and 
dream too. 

| Scan. Why faith I've a good lively Imagina- 
tion; aud can dream as much to the purpoſ: as a- 
| nother, if I ſet about it. But dreaming is the poor 

| retreat of a lazy. hopeleſs, and imperfect Lover: 
tis the laſt Glimpſe of Love to worn-out Sinners, 


5 


and the faintdawning of a Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, 


R 


N 


1 


and growing Boys. 
| There's noug ht but willing, waking Love. that can, 
Make Bleſt the Ripen d Maid, and Einiſh'd Man. 
. | [ Exeunt. 
The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I, 
Valentine's Lodging. 


Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 


Scan. Ell, is your Maſter ready > Does he look 


| madly. and talk madly? 
Fer. Yes Sir; you need make no great Doubt 


of that; he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſter- 


day-morning, can't be much to ſeek in playing the 
Madman to Day. j 
San. Would he have Angelica acquainted with 
the Reaſon of his Deſign ? 
Fer. No, Sir. not yet; — He has a Mind to try 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her 
lay the Fool, and fall in Love with him; or at 
eaſt own that ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and 
conceal'd it. 5 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her 
Maid; and think I heard her bid the Coachman 
drive hither. = | 7 
Fer. Like enough, Sir. for I told her Maid this 


Morning. my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for 


Love of her Miſtreſs. I hear a Coach ſtop; if it 
ſhould be ſhe, Sir. I believe he would not ſee her, 


till he hears how ſhe takes it. 


Scan. Well, I'll rry her—'ti« ſhe, here ſhe comes. 
Enter Angelica with Jenny. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, 1 ſuppoſe you don't think it a 


| Novelty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own 
Lodgings ina Morning. 


Scan. Not upon a kind occaſion. Madam. But 
when a Lady comes ty rannically to inſult a ruin'd 


Lover, and make manifeſt the cruel Trjumphs 0 
FOE - er 
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her Beauty; the barbaricy of it, ſomething ſur- 
prizes me. ; 2 
” Ang. I don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face 
pray tell me what's che matter? + 
Jer. No ſtrange Matter Madam; my Maſter's 
mad, that's all; I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has 
thought him ſo a great while > 
An. How d'ye mean. mad? 5 
Fer. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of 
his Wits. juſt as he was poor for want of Money: 
his Head is een as light as his Pockets; and any 
body that has a mind to a bad Bargain, can't do 
better than to beg him for his Eſtate. 
Ag. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at 
Wit is very unſeaſonable. 
Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [ Afde. 
= Ang. Mr. Sandal, you can't think me guilty of 
ſo much Inhumanity, as not to be concern d for a 
Man I muſt own my ſelf oblig'd to———pray tell 


3 


£ 
* 
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me truth. „„ 
Kan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lie would 
mend the matter. But this is no new effect of an 
unſucceſsful Paſſion. 
Ag. Afide ] I know not what to think — Yet I 
ſhould be vex'd to have a Trick put upon me — 
May IT not ſee him: 3 | 
Scan. I'm afraid the Phvſician is not willing vou 
ou d ſee him yet Feremy go in andenquire. 
; 1 | Exit Jere. 
for Ag. Ha ! 1 faw him wink and ſmile——-l tancy 
ktis à rrick——-l['ll trv—T wor d diſguiſe to all the. 
World a Failing which I muſt own to you. I 
fear my Happineſs depends upon the Recovery of 
Valentine; therefore I conjure von, as von are his 
Friend. and as you have Compaſſion upon ene fear- 
Jul of Affliction, to rell me what Iam ro hope for— 
cannot ſpeak——But you may tell me; tell me, 
for you know what I would ask: Me ens 

| San. So. this is pretty plain — ge not too much 
Concern'd, Madam; I hope his Condition is not 
leſperate: An Acknowledgement of Love from you 
5 | per- 
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*twould make me uneaſy 


any more of us to be mad? why, Sir, my Maſter 


perhaps may work a Cure; as the fear of your A: 
verſion occafion'd his Diſtemper, 
Ang. Aſfide.] Say you ſo : nay then I'm convinc'. 


And if I don't play Trick for Trick, may I never 
taſte the Pleaſure of Revenge Acknowledgment 
of Love! I find you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, 


and think me guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stran- 


ger to. But Ihave too much Sincerity to deceive 
you, and too much Charity to ſuffer him to be de. 
luded with vain Hopes. Good Nature and Huv 
manity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but to 


Love is neither in my Power nor Inclination: and 


if he can't be cur'd without I ſuck the Poyſon from 
his Wounds I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes 


il lo ine | 
Scan. Hey. brave Woman, I faith Won't you 


fee him then, if he defire it? 
Ang. What ſignify a mad Man's Deſires? beſides 


If I don't ſee him, 


q I 
o 7 
1 
\ ” 
- 


perhaps my Concern for him may leſſen— If I for- 
get him, tis no more than he has done by himſelf, 


ſo ſorry for him as I was 
Scan. So, faith, good Nature works a- pace; you 


were confeſſing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 


Ang. But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are un- 
reaſonable and involuntary : if he loves, he can't 


help it; and if I don't love I can't help it; no more. 


than he can help his being a Man, or I my being e 


Woman; or no more than I can help my want of 
Inclination to ſtay longer here. Come. Fenn, 


(Ex. Ang. and Jenny. 
An admirable Compoſition, 


vo 


Scan. Humh! 


faith, this ſame Womankind. 


5 Enter Jeremy. 

Fer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor an) 
where elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor 
you neither. 55 

Fer. Good lack! what's the matter now? Are 


longs 


and now the Surprize is over. methinks Im not half 
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- by Jongs to ſee her; and 1s almoſt mad in good earneſt, 
> with the Joyful News of her being here. 
|. | Scan. We are all under a Miſtake —Ask no 


e 


— 
- 


'* Queſtions, for I can't reſolve you; but III In- 
t form your Maſter. In the mean time, if our Pro- 
1, ject ſucceed no better with his Father, than it does 
Vith hisMiſtreſs, he may deſcend from his Exaltati- 
e | on of Madneſs into the Road of common Senſe, and 
be content only to be made a Fool with other rea- 
ſonable People. I hear Sir Sanpſon, you know your 
0 Cue; I'll ro your Maſter. [ Exits 
ks Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with a Lawyer. 
»? SirSamp. D'ye fee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper 
> fign'd with his own Hand. 
Buch. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready 
1 drawn in his Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 
dir Samp. Ready, body o'me. he muſt be ready; 
es his ſham Sickneſs ſhan't excuſe him — 0, here's 
n, his scoundrel, Sirrah, where's your Maller ? 
r- | Fer. Ah, Sir he's quite gone. 
If Fir samp. Gone! What, he is nor dead? 
lf Fer. No, Sir, not dead. | 


"v7 


n- -- were but as ſound, poor Gentleman. He is indeed 
t here, Sir and not here Sir. 
bre Sir Sam. Hey day, Raſcal, do you hanter me > 


TY 1 Sirrah. d'ye banter me Speak. Sirrah where is 
of he for Iwill find him 8 

m, © Fer. Would you could. Sir; for he has loft h im- 
. ſelf. Indeed. Sir, I have almoſt broke mv Hea-r a- 
n, bout him. I can't refrain Tears when I think 


jor plain Terms what the matter is with him, or I'll 
Crack your Fools skull. | 


7 Fer. Ah, you've hit it. Sir; that's the matter 
1 . © with 
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with him, Sir; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentle. 
man; he's ſtark mad, Sir. | 
Sir Samp. Mad! 1 

Buck. What, is he Non Compo? 

Fer. Quite Non Compos, Sir. 


Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if 
he be Non Compos Mentis, his Act and Deed will be of 
no Effect, it is not good in Law. 3 


bir samp. Oo'ns. I won't believe it; let me ſee him, 


Sir Mad. III make him find his Senſes. 
Fer. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir: I'll knock at 


the Door. 


[Goes to the cene, which opens and diſcovers Valentine 


upon 4 Coach diſorderly dreſs d, Scandal by him. 
Sir amp How now, what's here to do? 
Pal. Ha! Who's that? Il artim) 
Scan. For Heavens ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; 
don't provoke him. %%% ͤ;ðö.ññ Rs 
Pal. Anſwer me; who is that? and that? 
Sir samp. Gads bobs, coes he not know me ? 1; 


he miſchievous 2 I'll ſpeak gently——74. Val, do ſt 


thou not know me, Boy; Not know thy own Ps. 


ther. / I am thy own Father, and this is honef 


Brief Buckram the Lawyer. 


vu. It may be ſo.—I did not know you——the | 
World is full—T here are People that we do know 


and People we do not know; and yet the Sun 
Mines upon all alike — There are Fathers that 
have many Children ; and there are Children that 


have many Fathers —'Tis ſtrange! Bur I am Truth 
and come to give the World the Lie. | 


Fs Samp. Body o' me, I know not what to ſay to 
im. | 7 995 

Ya. Why, does the Lawyer wear black? 
Does he carry his Conſcience o' th' outſide 
Lawyer, what art thou ? Doſt thou know me ? 
Buck. O Lord, what muſt I ſay : — ves, Sir. 
Pal. Thou lieſt, for Tam Truth. *Tis hard I can- 


not get a Livelyhood amongſt you. I have been 
ſworn out of WVeſtminſter-Fall the firſt Day of every 
Term Let me ſee No mattter how 11 


4 
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n, if 


e of 


him, 


K at 


tine, 


in, *him if there be Occafion ; for I fancy his Preſence 
Uujj provokes him more. „ 
Val. Is the Lawyer gone ? Tis well, then we may 
+1 drink about without going together by rhe Ears. 
h 0 3 heigh ho! What a Clock is't? My Father 
lt here! Your Bleſſing, Sir > 
Fe. Sir samp. He recovers: — bleſs thee, l. 
nel: Hou doſt thou do, Boy > V 
1V9˙ Va. Thank you, Sir. pretty well I have been a 
te little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fir. Sir? 
0 a Sir Sunp. Ay, boy — Come, thou ſhalt fir down 
= 2 Pal. Sir, *tis my Duty to wait——— _ 8 
4 n Sir Smp. No, no. come, come, fit you down ho- 
run neſt Ya: How do'ſt thou do? Let me feel thy 
Pulſe Oh. pretty well now ya!: Body o' me, 
to I was ſorry to 6 thee indiſpoſed: But I'm glad 
thou'rt better, honeſt Pal. | „ 
Vl. I thank you Sir. „ 
Kin. Miracle! The Monſter grows loving. . 
as 2 | | . | | Aſide. 
Sit. 3 Sir Smp. Let me feel thy Hand, V: It does Ne: | 
= ſhake 1 believe thou can't write, J: Ha, 
boy? Thou can'ft write thy Name. Pal. — 
yo Jeremy, ſtep and overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him 
"7 make haſte back with the Conveyance——quick— 
I'll 3» G 2 E 


Madneſs 
3 


p "+ 
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I tell you one thing; *tis a Queſtion that would 


puzzle an Arithmetitian, if you ſhould ask him, 
whether the Bible ſaves more Souls in Veſtminſter- 
Abbey, or damns more in Weſtmnſter-Hall: For my 


part, I am Truth, and can't tell, I have very few 


Acquaintance. 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, he talks very ſenfibly in his 
Has he no Intervals? | 
Fer. Very ſhort, Sir. 5 Eo 
Buch. Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in 
this Condition: Here's your Paper, Sir, He may 
do me a Miſchief if I ftay — The Conveyance is 
ready, Sir, If he recover his Senſes. Eu. 
Fir Samnp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. ; 
Kan. You'd better let him go. Sir; and ſend for 


* 
Rs 

* 7 
» 


quick- 
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uick. (He Whiſpers to Jeremy. [Exit Jer. 
" Scan. Aſide. That ever Iſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch a 2 


then of any Remorſe! | 
Sir Samp. Do'ſt thou know this Paper. Val. I 


know thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 
bew him the Paper, but holds it out of bis reach. 


Val. Pray let me ſee it, Sir: You hold it fo tar off, | 


that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 
Sir Samp. See it, boy? Aye, aye, why thou do'ſt 


ſee it —'tis thy own Hand, Vl, Why let me ſee, I 


can read it as plain as can be: Look you here 
[Reads] The Condition of this Obligation Look you, 
as plain as can he, fo it begins And then at the bot- 
tom. 4s witneſs my Hand, VALENTINE 
LEGEN D, in great Letters, Why, tis as plain 


as the Noſe on one's Face: What, are my Eyes 


better than thine? I believe I can read it farther off 
yet let me ſee. | Stretches his Arm as far as he can.) 
Viual. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou —— Aye 


with all my Heart —— What matter is it who holds 


it; What need any body hold it Il put it up in 


my Pocket, Yal, and then no body need hold it (pris 


the Paper in his Pocket.) There Pal ; it's ſafe enough, 
Boy —But thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou 
haſt ſer thy Hand to another Paper, little al. 
Re enter Jeremy with Buckram. 
Val. What is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, 


tis the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's 


come to be ſcratch dd —<— - My Nails are not long 
enough let me havea Pair of red hot Tongs quick- 
ly, quickly, and you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and 
lead the Devil by the Noſe. 
| Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture 
my ſelf with a Madman. Exit Buckram. 
Val. Ha, ha, ha: you need not run ſo faſt. Honeſty 


will not overtake you——Ha, ha. ha, the Rogue 


found me out to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 
Sir Samb. Oo'ns! What a Vexation is here? I 
know not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 
Val. Who's that, that's out of his way oe? 125 
| _ 5 | Iruth 
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Truth, and can ſet him right Hearkee, Friend, 
the ſtraight Road 1> the worſt way you can go, He 
that follows his Noſe always, will very often be led 


into a ſtink, Probatum eſt. But what are you for? 
Religion or Politicks > There's a couple of Topicks 

for you, no more like one another than Oyl and 

» | Vinegar; and yet theſe two beaten together by a 

© State-Cook. make Sauce for the whole Na tion. 

t © SirSamp What the Devil had I to do, ever to be- 

I [3 get Sons? Why did I ever marry ? . 

e | Pu. Becauſe thou wer't a Monſter; old Boy-—— 

, | The twogreateſt Monſters in the World are a Man 

and a Woman? Whats thy Opinion > | 

E dir Sip. Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two 

n Monſters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's 

5. 2 Man and his Wife „ 

ff . A ha! Old Truepenny ſay'ſt thou ſo > Thou 

) haſt nick'd i. But its wonderful ſtrange, Je- ; 
| rey. | = | . 

e Fer. What is, Sir? 


ds . Val. That Gray Hairs ſhou'd cover a Green Head 


u and I make a Fool of my Father. x 
1 8 Enter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, and Frail. 
b. pul. What's here! FErra Pater? Or a bearded 


py bil > if Prophecy comes, Truth muſt give place. 
4 5 [Exit wh Jer. 
Fire. What ſays he > What, did he prophetie ? 


o, Ha, Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? 

es Sir Samp. Are we? Ah Pox o' your Prognoſtica— | 
ng tion— Why, we are Fools as we uſe to be—Oo'ns, ; 
+ that you cou'd not foreſee that the Moon wo '4 | 
n 


' predominate, and my Son be mad. — Where's your 
Oppoſitions, your Trines, and your Quadrates? 


re What did your Cardan and your Ptolomy tell you? 
2 _ Your NMeſſahalab and your Longomontanus your har- 
wy 


mony of Chiromancy with Aſtrology, Ah! Pox on't . 
zue that that know the World and Men and Manners, 

that don't believe a ſyllable in the sky and ſtars. and 
1.2 Sun and Almanacks, and Traſh, ſhould be directed 
60- by a dreamer, an Omen hunter, and defer Buſineſs, 
am in Expectation of a lucky hour, When, body o we 
E 8 3 there 


Hope then? 
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there never was a lucky hour after the firſt opportu- 


nity. Exit Sir Samp. 


Now Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head. 
his is none of your lucky Hour; Nemo om 
nibus horis ſapit. What, is he gone, and and in con- 


tempt of Science! Ill Stars and unconverted Igno- 
rance attend him. 


Kran. You muſt excuſe his Paſſ ion, Mr. Foreſight for 
he has been heartily vex'd. His SON is Non 
Compos Mentis, and thereby incapable of making any 


Conveyance in Law; ſo that all his Meaſures are 
_ diſappointed. 


Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? 

Frail. What has my Sea-Lover loft his Anchor of 

[A4fdero Mrs. Foreſight, 
Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him; 

Frail. Do with him, ſend him to Sea again in the 

next foul Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant 


Element, and won't be ſurpriz'd to fee the Tide 


turn'd. 
Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee 


this? Conſider 


Scan. Madam, you * I can tell him ſomething 


elſe, that he did not foreſee, and more particularly 


relating to his own Fortune. 
[ Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't under. | 


ſtand you. 
Scan. Huſh, ſoftly —the Pleaſures of laſt 


Night, my Dear, too contldendle to be forgot ſo 
ſoon. 


* 


r * 


r 
' 


Mrs. Fore. Laſt Night! and what won'd your Im- 


pudence infer from laſt Night? Laſt Night was 


like the Night before, I think. 


| Scan. S death do you make no difference detween 
me and your Husband ? f 
Mrs. Fore. Not much. he's ſuperſtitious, "NF 


and you are mad in my Opinion. 
Scan. You make me mad. 
Pray recolle& your ſelf. 


Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were | I 


You are not ſerious 2 


en . 6, 


ver 


Mir. Sandal, truly, 
TJurſiſß Opinion in this Matter, and do reverence a 
a ag Begins the Vulgar think mad. Let us go in 

to him. 8 | | 
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very impertinent and impudent —— and would 


have come to Bed to me. 
Scan. And did not? 5 
Mrs. Fore. Did not! with what Face can you ask 


E the Queſtion ? 


Scan. This I have heard of before, but never be- 


| | lieved, I have been told ſhe had that admirable 


Quality of forgetting to a Man's face in the Morn- 
ing, that ſhe had lain with him all Night, and 


denying Favours with more Impudence, than ſhe 
cou'd grant *em—— Madam, I'm your humble Ser- 


vant, and hohour you-—You look pritty well Mr. 


Forefgbt;— How did you reſt laſt Night? 


Tore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with 


broken Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I re- 
member little. 


San. Twas a very forgetting Night. But 


Vould you not talk with Valentine? perhaps you 
may underſtand him: I'm apt to believe there is 

ſomething myſterious in his Diſcourſes, and ſome- 
times rather think him inſpir'd than mad. 


Fire. You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, 
- I am inclining to your 


Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'Il find out 
my Lover, and give him his Diſcharge, and come 


to you. O' my Conſcience here he comes. 


Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Forefight, and Scandal. 
| | Bier Ben. | 
Ben. All mad, I think——Eleſh, I believe all the 


 Cilentures of the Sea are come a-ſhore, for my part. 


Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler ? 


 __ Ben, No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have 
found you Meſs I've had ſuch a Hurricane 
upon your account yonder—_ 

Hail. My account, pray what's the matter? 
Pith that chitty-fac'd thing, as he would have me 

marry.— ſo he ask d what was the matter 


hy, Father came and found me ſquabling 


He 


. _ 
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He ask'd in a ſurly Sort of a way 
Brother Val is gone mad. and ſo that put'n into a 


"Paſſion: but what did I know that, what's that to 
me?] 80 he ask'd in a ſurly Sort of manner 
and Gad J anſwer'd 'n as ſurlily — What tho'f 


he be my Father, Ian't bound Prentice to 'en.— 


it ſeems 


ſo faith I told 'n in plain terms, if I were minded 


to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my ſelf, not him; 
and for the young Woman that he provided for 
me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her 


Sampler, and make Dirt pies, than to look after a 
 Husband; for my part I was none of her Man—— | 
I had another Voyage to make, let him take it as | 


he will. 


| Frail. So then you intend to go to Sea again? 


Ben Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you. 
but I wou'd not tell him ſo mucho he ſaid he'd 
make my heart ake ; and if ſo be that he could 
get a Woman to his Mind, he'd marry himſelt : 


Gad, ſays I, an you play the Fool and marry at 
theſe Years, there's more Danger of your Head's 


aking than my Heart.— He was woundy angry 
when I gav'n that wipe. — He hadn't a Word to 


ſay, and ſo I left en, and the green Girl together; 


May hap the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her 


himſelf. withal my Heart. 


Frail And were you this undutiful and gracelels 
Wretch to your Father? 


Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt If! 
am undutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me | 


ſo 2 I did not get my ſelf. 
Frail. O Impiety! How have I been miſtaken ! 


What an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet 
my Heart upon? O I am happy to have diſcover- | 
ed the Shelves and Quickſands that lurk beneath | 


that ſmiling faithleſs Face. 


Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now > Why | 
you ben't angry, be you ? | ” | 

Frail. O ſee me no more. — for thou wert born 
among Rocks. ſuckled by Whales, Cradled in aTem- | 
ret, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come | 


forth 


her to rights, 


3 
Lo 


5 
” 
3 


born and diſobedient Temper > * 
not how to ſubmit to a Father, preſume to have a 


be your Tricks 
z While, to make a Fool of me? 
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forth with Fins and Scales. and three Rows of 

| Teeth, a moſt outragious Fiſh for Prey. 

Bon. © Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young 
Woman, Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain is 


81 


quite overſet. Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet 

Frail. No. no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe, 
enough to find yon out. —Had'ſt thou the Impu- 
dence to aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtub- 
vou that know 


ſufficient Stock of Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhou'd 


have been finely fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. 


Ben. Hearkee foriooth; if ſo be that you are in 
your right Senſes, d' ve ſee; for ought as I per- 


. ceive, Im like to be finely fobb'd——IF I have got 


anger here upon your Account, and you are tack d 
about already.—— What d' ye mean, after all your 
fair Speeches, and ſtroking my Cheeks. and kiſſing 
and hugging. what, would vou ſheer off ſo > would 


o 


you, and leave me aground ? 


Frail. No. III leave you adrift, and go which 


Way you wille 

Ben. What, are vou falſe-hearted then; 

Frail. Only the Wind's chang d. 

Ben. More ſhame for you —the Wind's chang'd ? 
——[t's an ill Wind blows no body good. ——— 
may hap I may have good riddance on you, it theſe 

What d' ye mean all this 


Frail, Any Fool but a Husband. 
Ben Husband! Gad J wou'd not be your Hus- 


band if you wou'd have me. now I know your 


mind, tho'f you had your Weight in Gold and 
Jewels and tho'f 1 lov'd you never ſo well. 
Frail. Why canſt thou love. Porpoiſe ? 


Ben. No matter what Ican do? don't call names, 


l don't love you ſo well to bear that. what- 
ever | did. —['m glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs. 
let them marry you as don't know you: — 
Gad I know you too well, by ſad Experience; —— 
] believe 
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1 believe he that marries you will go to Sea in: 


the Deſign. 


Hen-peck'd Frigat —— I believe that young Wo- 
man — and may hap may come to an Anchor at Cyc- 
kho!d's Point; fo there's a Daſh for you, take it as you 
will, may hap you may have a Holla after me, 


when I won't come too. [Ex. 
Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't. ; 
My true Love is gone to Sea? [it. 


Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 
O Sifter had you come a Minute ſooner, you 
would have feen the Reſolution of a Lover Ho- 
neſt Tary and I are parted; — and with the fame 


indifference as we met: O my Life I am half vexd 
at the Inſenfibility of a Brute that I deſpis' d. 


Mrs. Fere. What then he bore it moſt heroica]ly? 
Frail. Moſt Tyrannically, for you fee he has got 
the Start of me; and I the poor forſaken Maiden 


Teft complaining on the Shore. But I'll tell you a 
. Hint that he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enrag'd, 


and talks deſperately of committing Matrimony 


himſelf. — if he has a Mind to throw himſelf away 


he can't do it more effectually than upon me, if we 
could bring it about. | 

Mrs. Fore. O hang him, old Fox, he's too cun- 
ning, beſides he hates both you and me—Bur I have 
a Project in my Head for you, and I have gone a 
good way towards it. I have almoſt made a Bar- 
gain with Feremy. Valentines Man, to fell his Maſter 


to us. 


Frail. Sell him, how ? | 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica and 
took me for her and Feremy ſays will take anv Bo- 
dy for her that he impoſes on him Now I have 


promis'd him Mountains; if in one of his mad Fits 


he will bring you to him in her ſtead, and get you 
married together, and put to Bed together; and 
after Conſummation, Girl, there's no reyoking. 
And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he'll be glad at 
leaſt to make you a good Settlement Here they 
come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like 


Enter 
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Enter Valentine. Scandal, Foreſight. and Feremy. 
Kan. And have you given your Maſter a hint of 
their Plot upon him ? © [To Jer. 
Fer. Yes, sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and mi- 


| | flake her for Angelica. 
7 It may make ſport. 


Fore, Mercy on us! 1 | 

Val. Huſht . interrupt me not I'll whiſper 
Prediction to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſy; — I 
am Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, 


have told thee what's paſt —Now I tell what's 


to come Doſt thou know what will happen to 


morrow? — Anſwer me not—for I will tell thee. to 
| morrow Knaves will thrive thro' Craft. and Fools 
| thro' Fortune; and Honeſty will go as it did. froſt. 


| nip'tin a Summer Suit. A k me Queſtions concern- 
ing to morrow? _ | 


Scan. Ask him. Mr. Foreſight. 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court? 
Val. Scandal will tell you — I am Truth, I never 


come there. 


Fore. In the City> „%%% ge 
Val. Oh Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches 


at the uſual Hours: Yet you will fee ſuch zealous 
© Faces behind Counters. as if Religion were to be 
| ſold in every Shop. O things will go methodically 
in the City, the Clocks will ſtrike Twelve at 
Noon and the horn'd Herd buzz in the Exchange 
at Two. Wives and Husbands will drive diſtinct 
Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 
the Family. Coffee houſes will be full of Smoak 
and Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps 
his Maſter's Shop in the Morning. may ten to one, 
dirty his Sheets before Night. But there are two 
things that you will ſee very ſtrange; which are 
| wanton Wives with their Legs at Liberty, and 
tame Cuckolds. with Chains about their Necks. 
But hold. T muſt examine you before I go further; 
| You look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a Husband ? 


| Fore. I am married. 
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val. Poor Creature! is your Wife of Covent-Gur- 
den Pariſh ? N 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the Fields. 

Val. Alas, poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and his 
Hands ſhrivell'd; his Legs dwindled, and his back 
bow'd; Pray, Pray for a Metamorphoſis— Change 
thy ſhape, and ſhake off Age; get thee Melea's 
Kettle, and be boil'd a- new; come forth with la. 
b'ring Callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and Atlas 
ſhoulders. Let Talicotius trim the Calves of twen. 


ty Chairmen, and make Pedeſtals to ſtand erect up- 5 


on, and look Matrimony in the Face. Ha. ha. ha, 
That a Man ſhould have a Stomach to a Wedding. 
Supper, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid 
to his Feet, ha, ha, ha. A eg 
Fore. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Sandal. 
San. I believe it is a ſpring-tide. 
Fore. Very likely truly : You underſtand theſe 
Matters - Mr. Scandal I ſhall be very glad to con- 
fer with you about theſe things which he has ut- 
ter du His Sayings are very myſterious and Hie- 
roglyphical. . | 
Val. Oh. why would Angelica be abſent from my 
Eye ſo eng 
Fer. She's here, Sir. 
Mrs. Fore. Now, Sifter. | 
Frail. O Lord. what muſt I ſay 
Scan. Humour him. Madam. by all Means. 
Val. Where is ſhe? Oh, I ſee her — ſhe comes 
like Riches, Health, and Liberty at once. to a del- 
pairing. ſtarving, and abandon'd Wretch. 
Oh, welcome, welcome. 
Frail. How d' ye. Sir; Can I ſerve you? 
Val. Hearke'e;-—T have a Secret to tell you 
Endymion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount 
Latmos, and we'll be married in the dead of Night. 
But ſay nota Word. Hymen ſhall put his Torch 
into a dark Lanthorn. that it may be ſecret ; and 
Funo ſhall give her Peacock Poppy-Water, that he 
may fold his Ogling Tail, and Argos hundred 
Eyes be ſhut, ha > No body ſhall know, but Feremy. 


Frail. 


* 
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Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be done 


| preſently! 


yal. The ſooner the better, — Feremy, come hither 


Tccloſer that none may over hear us; —Feremy, 


I can tell you News Angelica is turn'd Nun, 


and I am turning Friar, and yet we'll marry one a- 


nother in ſpite of the Pope Get mea Coul and 


Beads, that I may play my part For ſhe'll meet 
me two Hours hence in Black and White, and a 


— 


— 


long Veil to cover the Project, and we won't ſee 
boue another's Faces, til we have done ſomething 


| Enter Tattle and Angelica. 

Fer. 11] take care, and 

Val. Whitper. e | 

Ang. Nay, Mr. Tuttle, if you make Love to me, you 
ſpoilmy Detign, for I intend to make you my Con- 
hdent. | _ 

Tar. But Madam, to throw away your Perſon, 
ſucha Perſon! and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman! 

Ang. I never lov'd him till he was Mad; but 
don t tell any Body fo. _ 5 | 

Kan. How's this j Tattle making Love to Angelica! 

Tat. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know — 
have much ado to te! your Ladyſhip how lotig 
have been in Love with you——— bur encomag d 
by the Impoſſibility of Valentines making any moce 
Addreſſes to you, I have ventur d co declare rhe ve- 
ry inmoſt Paſſion of my Heart. Oh! Madam look 
upon us both. There you ſee the Ruins of a poor de- 
cay'd Creature Here a compleat and lively Ei- 
gure with Youth and Health, and all his Five Sen- 
ſes in Perfection, Madam, And all this. the moſt 
paſſionate Lover eg 

Ang O fie for ſhame, hold your Tongue a baſſio- 
nate Lover, and Five Senſes in Perfection! When 
you are as mad as Valentine, [I'll believe you love me 


and the maddeſt ſhall take me. 


Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here; 
Frail. O Lord, her coming will fpoil all. 
| od | {To Jeremy, 
H — > 
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Fer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him. 

Pal. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they 
are, I'll tell you what think get away all 
the Company but Angelica, that I may diſcover my 
Defign to her. [ Whiſpers. 

Sran. I will, I have diſcover'd ſomething 
of Tartle. that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He 
Courts Angelica, if we cou'd contrive to couple 'em 
together- Harke II biſders. 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin he knows 
no Bode 9 | | 

Fore. But he knows more than any Body, — Oh 


Niece. he knows things paſt and to come, and all 


the profound Secrets of Time. . 
Tat. Look you. Mr. Foreſight, it is not my way to 
make many Words of Matters, and ſo 1 ſhan't ſay 
much. — But in ſhort, dye ſee, I will hold 
you a Hundred Pound now, that I know more Se- 
crets than he. „„ „ 
Fore. How ! I cannot read that Knowledge in 


your Face. Mr. Tuttle. Pray, what do you know? 


Tat. Why. d'ye think I'll tell you. Si: ! Read it 
in my Face? No, Sir. 'tis written in my Heart. And 
ſafer there Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, 
for no Fire can fetch it out. Tam no Blah. Sir. 


Val. Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eafily bring 


it about ——— They are welcom and Tell tell em 


ſo my ſelf. [To Scandal. ] What, do you look ſtrange 


upon me? Ihen I muſt be plain [Coming up 


o them.] Jam Truth, and hate an Old Acquaintance 
with a new Face. 
Tat. Do you know me, Valentine? 
Val. You? Who are you ? No] hope not. 
Tat I am Fack Tuttle your Friend, 


yal. My Friend, what to do? I am no Married 


Man and thou canſt not Tye with my Wife: I am 
very voor. and thou canſt not borrow Money of 
me: Then what Employment have I for a Friend. 
Tit Hoh! A good open Speaker, and to be truſted 
with a Secret, | ; | 

Ang. 


[Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy. 
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Ang. Do you know me Valentine! 

Jul. Oh very well. 

Ang. Who am I? 7 

Val. You're a Woman, — One to whom Heav'n 
gave Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. Vou 
are the Reflection of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that 


leaps at you is ſunk, You are all white, a Sheet of 
lovely ſpotlets Paper, when you firſt are Born; but 


you are to be [crawl d and blotted by every Gooſes 
Quill. I know you; for J loy'd a Woman and 


loyd her fo long. that TI found out a ſtrange thing: 
I found out what a Woman was good for. : 


Tat. Ay; prithee what's that? 
Val. Why. to keep a Secret. 
Tut. O Lord! ” 


ul. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho“ 
ſhe ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believ'd. 


Tat. Hah ! good again, faich. | | ; 
Val. I. I would have Mufick——Sing me the Song 


S O N E 
Set by Mr. Finger. 


1 thee. Charmion. cold I Time retrieve, 


And coulil again begin to Love and Live, 


 Toyou T ſhould my earlieſt Off ring give; 


T know my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew. 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 
II. 
For by our weak and wary Truth, T find, 
Love hates to center n 4 Point aſſign d. 
But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
hen never let us Chain what ſhould be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree 
Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 


No more. for I am Melancholy. [ills muſing. 
Fer. I'll do't, Sir. [To 2 


H 2 San. 


nour? 5 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tuttle might have us'd leſs Cere- 
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Kan. Mr. Foreſight we had beſt leave him. He may 
grow outragious and do Miſchief. | 

Fore, I will be directed by you. 

Fer. [To Fail.) You ll meet. Madam III 
take care every thing ſhall be ready. | 


Hail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, have what 
thou wilt, in ſhort, 1 will deny thee nothing. 


Taz. Madam, mall I wait upon you? : 
| 8 | o Angelica, 
Ang. No. I'll ſtay with him — Mr. Scandal 


will protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle delires you would 
give him leave to wait on you. CE | 
Tut. Poxon't, there's no coming off now ſhe has 


ſaid that 


Madam, will you do me the Ho- 


mony. + DE 
ol: [Exeunt Fore. Mrs. Fore. Tatt. Frail. 
Kran. Feremy, Follow Tattle, 


and becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tuttle. 


Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a bet- 
ter Reaſon which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for his 


ee forc'd you to acknowledge a Kind- 
neſs for Valentine. which you deny'd to all his Suffer- 
ings and my Sollicitations. So [I'll leave him to 


make ule of the Diſcovery; and your Ladyſhip to 


the free Confeſſion of your Inclinations. 


Ang. O Heavens! You won't leave me alone 


with a-Mad-man ? | 


Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a-Mad-man to his 


Remedy. [Exit Scan. 

Val. Madam, You need not be very much afraid, 
for I fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. 

Ang. Ay, bit if Idon't fit you, Ill be hang d. 

[ Afede. 


A * | | 
Vl. Von ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 


Gods have been in counterfeited Shapes for the 
ſame Rezſon; and the Divine Part of me, my Mind, 
has worn this Mask of Madneſs, and this motly Li. 
; | | very, 


. 


„ | [I. Exit Jer. 7 
Ang. Mr. Scandal. J only ſtay till my Maid comes, 
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yery, only as the Slave of Love, and menial Crea- 
ture of your Beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine! 
Val. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
Hy pocriſie apart, The Comedy draws towards 
an end, and let us think of leaving Acting, and be 
our ſelves; and ſince you have lov'd me, you muſt 
own J have at length deſerv'd you ſhould confeſs ir, 

Ang. (Sig hs] I would I had lov'd you-—for Hea- 
yen knows I pity yon; and could I have foreſeen 
the bad Effects, I would have ſtriven; but that's 


too late. | Ahl. 


Vl. What ſad Effects What's too late? My 
ſeeming Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and pro- 
cur'd me time to think of Means to reconcile me to 
him, and preſerve the Right of my Inheritance to 


his Eſtate; which otherwiſe by Articles I muſt this 
Morning have refign'd : And this I had in form'd 
you of to Day, but you were gone, before J knew 
you had been here. 5 


Ang. How! I thought your Love of me had caus'd 


. this Tranſport in your Soul; which it ſeems you 
only counterfeited for mercenary Ends, and ſor- 
did Intereſt. OS 


val. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any Inte- 


reſt was conſidered, it was yours; ſince I thought T 
wanted more thanLove, to make me worthy of you. 


Ang. Then you thought me Mercenary — But 


bhovu am [deluded by this Interval of Senſe, to rea- 
ſon with a Madman > 


Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 
DE” Enter leremy. | 
Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature — ſure he 


will not have the Impudence to perſevere Come, 
Feremy, acknowledge your Trick, and conteſs your 


r 


Maſter's Mad neſe counterfeit. 


* 


= 


5 


Fer. Covnterfeit. Madam! Tl maintain him to 
be as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Free- 
holder in Bethlehem; nay. he's as mad as any Pro- 
jector, Fanarick. Chymiſt. Lover, or Poet in Europe: 

Vual. Sirrah, you lie; Iam not mad. 


H 3 Arg- 
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Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 
Fer. O Lord: Madam did you ever know any 


Madman Mad enough toownit? 


Val. Sot, can't you apprehend? _ 

Ang. Why heralk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Jer. Yes, Madam ; he has Intervals: But you ſee 
he begins te look wild again now. 


Val. Why you thick'd-skull'd Raſcal, I tell you 


the Farce is done, and I will be mad no longer. 
| Os, [ Beats him. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha. is he mad or no, Feremy. 
Fer. Partly I think for he does not know his 
Mind two Hours- I'm ſure I left him juſt now 
in Humour to be mad, and I think I have not 


found him very quiet at this prelent. Whos 
there > ID 


„„ (One Knocks, 
Val. Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can 


move your Mirth, tho' not your Compaſſion. 


5 TN [ Fxit Jeremy, 
Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion e- 
nough to be exceptious: But Madmen ſhew them- 
ſelves moſt, by over-pretending to a ſound Under- 
ſtanding; as Drunken Men do by over-acting So- 
briety; I was half inclining to believe you till I 


accidentally touch d upon your tender Part: But 
now you have reſtor'd me to my former Opinion 


and Compaſſion. 2 
Enter Jeremy. 
Fer. Sir your Father has ſent to know if vou are 
ary better ye! 
Sir, or how? TO. 
Pal. Stupidity! You know the Penalty of all I'm 
worth, muſt pay tor the Confeſſion of my Senſes: 
ba mad and will be mad ro every Body bur this 
Lady. | | 
Fer. SO Juſt the very backſide of Truth — 
But Lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the 


greateſt part of my Converſation—— Madam your 


Lady ſhip's Woman. 5 
8 [Goes to the Door. 


Ente 


Will you pleaſe to be mad, 


R 
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Enter Jenny. 

Ang. Well. have you been there? — Come hither. 
Femy. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon 
you preſently. 5 

5 LAſde to Angelica. 
Pal. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 
Ang. Wou'd any thing but a Madman complain 
of Uncertainty ? Uncertainty and Expectation are 
the Joys of Life. Security is an inſipid thing, and 
the overtaking and poſſeſſing of a Wiſh diſcovers 
the Folly of the Chaſe. Never let us know one a- 
nother better; for the Pleaſure of a Maſquerade is 
done. when we come to ſhew Faces: But III tell 
you two things before J leave you; 1 am not the 
Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 
know it. | e „ 
[Exit Ang. and Jenny. 


Pal. From a Riddle you can expect nothing but 


a Riddle. There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral 
of my Leſſon. : 5 ; 

e Re-enter Jeremy. . | 
Fer. What. is the Lady gone again. Sir? I hope 
you underſtood one another before ſhe went. 
Val. Undertood ! ſhe is harder to be underſtood 
than a piece of Suan Antiquity, or an Iriſh 
Manuſcript; you may pore till you ſpoil your 
Eyes, and not improve your Knowledge. 

Fer. J have heard 'em ſay Sir. they read hard 
Hebrew Books backwards ; may be you begin to read 
at the wrong end. „ 
Val Thev ſay ſo of a Witches Praver. and Dreams 
and Dutch Almanackse are to be underſtood by con- 
traries. Bur there's Regulariry and Method in that; 
ſhe is a Medal without a Reverſe or IaHrip-ion; 
for Indifference has both Sides alike, Vet vhile 
ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, I will porſne her, 
and know her if 11 he poſſible. in Spight of the Opi- 
nion of mv farvrical Friend $&arla!. who ſays, 

That Women are like Tricks by ſlight of Hand. 

Which to a.lmire we ſhould not underſtand, {Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Act. ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Enter Angelica and Jenny. 


— \ HERE is Sir Sampſon > Did you not 


1 tell me, he would be here before 
me ? | 


Fenny. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining- 


Room, Madam. ſettling his Cravat and Wig. 
Ang. How | I'm glad on't.— if he has a Mind 


I ſhould like him it's a Sign he likes me; and thats 


more than half my Deſign. 
Fen. I hear him. Madam. 


Ang. Leave me; and d' ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd 


come or ſend, I'm not to be ſpoken with. 
RS, Exit Jenny, 
Enter Sir Sampſon. Ef 

Sir Sambd. I have not been honour'd with the 


Commands of a fair Lady a great while Odd 


Madam, you have revivd me —— Not ſince I was 
Five and Thirty, 5 Oe 

Ang. Why you have no great reaſon to complain, 
Sir Sampſon that is nor long ago. 


Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great 


while, to a Man that admires a fine Woman as 
much as I do. „„ 
Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier. Sir Sampfon. 
Sir Samp. Not at all. Madam: Odsbud you wrong 


me; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, 


only a Man of Words: Odd I have warm Blood a- 
bout me yet, and an ſerve a Lady any way — Come, 


come, let me tell vou von Women think a Man 


old too ſoon, Faith zndTroth vou do- Come don't 
deſpiſe Fifty; odd Fifty, ina hale Conſtitution, is 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all. a ve- 
ry faſhionable Age think aſſure you. I know 
very conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon 
| Fifty; 
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Fifty; Fifty! I have ſeen Fifty in a Side-Box by 
Candle-light out-bloſſom Five and Twenty. 

Str Samp O Pox. Outfides. Outſides; a pize take 
'em meer Outſides: Hang your Side-BOxX Beaus; no 
I'm none of thole, none of your forc'd Trees, that 
pretend to bloſſom in the Fall and Bud when they 
ſhould bring torth Fruit; I'mot a long liv'd Race, 
and inherit Vigour none of my Family married till 
Fifty: yer they begor Sons and Daughters, till 
Fourſcore : I am of vour Patriarchs, I a Branch of 
one of your Antediluvian Families. Fellows that the 
Flood could not wath away: Well Madam what 
are vour Commands? Has any young Rogue affront- 
ed you, and ſhall 1 cut his Throat? or — 5 

Ang. No. Sir Samtſon, I have no Quatrel upon my 


Hands I have wore occaſion for your Conduct 


than Courage ar this time. To tell you the Truth 
I'm wearv of living fingle, and want a Hushand. 

Sir San. Odsbud. and tis pity you ſhould —Odd 
wou'd ſhe won'd like me, then I ſhould hamper my 
young Rogues: Odd, wou'd the wov'd; Faith and 
Troth ſhe's deviliſh handſom. [4f fe.) Madam. you 
deſervea good Husband. and tere a pity vou ſhou'd 
be throwr awav on any of theſe voung idle Rogues 
about the Town. Odd, theres ne er a young Fellow 
worth hanging. — that is a very young Fellow, 
—Pize on em, they never think before hand of any 
thing; And if they commit Matrimony, tis as 
they commit Murder. out of a Frolick; and are ready 
to hang themſelves. or to be hang d by the Law, the 
next Morning dio, have a Care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice. Sir Sampſon: I 
have Fortune enough to make any Man eaſy that I 
can like; if there were ſuch a thing as a young a- 
greeable Man. with a reaſonable Stock of good Na- 
ture and Senſe————For I would neither have an 
ablolute Wit, nor a Fool: . 

Sir Samp Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own 
Eye, nor a Fool in the Eyeof the World. is a very 
hard Task. But, Faith and Troth, you ſpeak very 
diſcreetly ; for I hate botha Wit and a Fool. Ax. 
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Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir S commits 
the Reputation ot her Honeſty or Underſtanding to 
the Cenſure of the World: And the that marries a 
very witty Man. ſubmits both to the Severity and 
inſolent Conduct of her Husband. I ſhou'd like a 
Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I wou'd have ſuch 
an one in my bower; but I wou'd no more be his 
Wife than his Enemy. For his Malice 15 not a more 


terrible Conſequence of his Averſion than his Jea- 


louſy. is of his Love. 
Sir Samp. None of old Forefight's Sy bils ever utter'd 
ſuch a Truth. Odsbud you have won my Heart: I 
hate a Wit; I had a Son that was ſpoil d among 'em; 
a good hopeful Lad. till he learn'd to be a Wit— 
And might have ri fen in the State —— But a box 
on't. his Wit run him out of his Money, and now 
his Poverty has run him out of his Wits. 
Ang. Sir Sampſon as your Friend. I muft tell you 
you are very muchabus'd in that Matter; he's no 
more mad than you are. . 
Ang. I can tell you how that may be done — But 
it is a thing that wou'd make me apptar to be too 
much concern'd in your Affsirs. : 


Sir Samp Odsbid I believe ſhe likes me Ade] 
Ah. Madam. all my Affaire are ſcarce worthy to 
be laid at your Feet; and I wiſh Madam, they ſtood 


ina betrer Poſture thar I might make a more becom- 
Ing Offer to a Lady of your incomparable Beauty 
and Merit If T had Peru in one Hand. and Mex- 


ico in t'other and the Faſfern Empire under my Feet, 


it wonld make me only a more glorious Victim to 
be offer'd at the Shrine of your Beauty. = 

Ang. Blefs me, Sir Sampfon what's the Matter? 
Sir Samp. Odd, Madam. I love von - Andif 
you wonld take my Advice in a Huchand ———_— 
Ang Hold. hold, Sir ampſon. T ask d your A*'vice 
for a Husband and you are giving me vour Con- 
ſent— I was indeed thinking to propoſe ſome- 
thing like it in Jeſt, to ſatisfy vou about Valentine: 
For if a Match were ſeemingly carried on between 
BY Ke 85 you 


Sir Samp. How, Madam! wou'd I cou'd prove it. 
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leave other to me 


you conſent ? Is it a Match then? 


| Give me your Hand, Odd let me kiſs it; tis as warm 
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you and me, it would oblige him to throw off his 
Diſg iſe of Madneſs, in apprehenfion of loſing me: 
For you know he has long pretended a Paſſion for 
me. | 
Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contri— 
vance—l[f we were to go thro with it. But why 
miſt the Match only be ſeemir;gly carried on? 
Odd, let it be a real Contract. 
Ang. O ie. Sir Sampſon, what woull the World ſay» 
Sir Samp. Say, they would fay you were a wiſe 
Woman and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, III 
love you as long as I live; and leave you a good 
Jointure when 7 die. 5 
Ang. Aye, but that 1s not in your Power. Sir 
Sampſon; for when Valentine confeſſes himſelſ in his 


Serijes. he muſt make over his Inheritance to his 


younger Brother. 
Sir Samp Odd you're a cunning. wary Begpage ! 
Faith and Troth I like you the better Zut, 
I warrant you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation 
in Favour of my [elf ——Body o' me I have a 
Trick to turn the settlement upon the Iſſue Male 


of our two Bodies begotte. Odsbud, let us find 
Children and Il] find an Eſtate. 


Ang. Will vou ? well, do you find the Eftate, and 


Sir Sand O Rogue! But I'll truſt you. And will 


Ang. Let me conſult mv Lawyer concerning this 


. Obligation; and if I find what you propoſe practi- 
cable, III give vou my Anſwer. | 


Sir Samp. With all my Heart; - Come in 


| with me and I'll lend you the Bond — You ſhall 
+ conſult your Lawyer, and III covfile a Parſon; 
} Odlznoks I'm a young Man; Oizooks. I'm a young 
Man and Ill make it appear 
| Viliſh Handſom : Faith andTroth you're yery hand- 
ſom and I'm very young. and verv luſty — 90 Js- 
bud Huy von know how to chuſe, and ſo do I; 


Odd, von're de- 


| Odd I think we're erv well met; 


and 
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and as ſoft————3s what? Odd as tother 
Hand Give me t'other Hand. and I'll mumble 


em, and kiſs em till they melt in my Mouth. 


Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon You're profuſe of 
your Vigour before your Time: You'll ſpend your 
Eſtate before you come to it. 


Sir Sa4mp. No no. only give you a Rent Roll of 


my Poſſeſſions —Ah! Baggage — I warrant 
you for little Samoſon: Odd, ampſon's a very good 


Name for an able Fellow: Your Sanmpſons were 


ſtrong Dogs from the Beginning. 
Ang. Have a care, and don't over. act your part 


If vou remember, the ſtrongeſt Sampſon of your 
Name pull d an old Houſe over his Heal at laſt. 


Sir Samb. Say vou ſo Huſſy ? —— Come let's 
go then; Odd I long to be pulling down too, 
come away 0Odſo, here's ſomebody coming. 


Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 
Tut. Is not that ſhe gone our juſt now? 
Fer. Aye, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Ap. 


pointment. Ah, Sir if you are not very faithful 
and cloſe in this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the 
Death of a Perion that has a moſt extraordinary Pal- 
ſion for your Honour's Service. 


Tat. Ay, who's that? 5 5 
Fer. Evin my unworthy ſelf, Sir ——— Sir 1 
have had an Appetite to be fed with your Commands 
a great while; — And now Sir. my former Ma- 


ſter having much troubled the Fountain of his Un- 


d-rtanding. it is a ery plauſible Occaſion for me 
to quench my Thirſk at the Spring of your Bounty 
| thought J could not recommend my ſelf 
better to you, Sir, than by the Delivery of a great 
Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom J have 
heard vou figh for. 1 
Tit. Il make thy Fortune; ſay no more 
Thou'rt » vrettv Fellow. and can ſt carry a Meſſage 
to a Lady in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with 


a good nerſvading Accent. 


Fer. Sir, I have Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 


in my Head I have been at Cambridge. 11. 


[Exeunt. 
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Tut. Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred 
at an Univerſity: But the Education is a little too 


pedantick forꝭa Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret 
in your Nature, private, cloſe, ha? 


Fer. O Sir. for that Sir, tis my chief Talent; Tm 


as ſecret as the Head of Nilas. | 


Tut. Aye! Who's he, tho' > A Privy Counſelor >; 
Fer. O Ignorance! [ade] A cunning A}yprian, 
Sir, that with his Arms would over-run-the Coun- 


try, yet no body could ever find out his Head-Quar-- 
ters. FR i. I NOT T6 


. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I war- 
rant him the time draws nigh, Feremy. un- 
gelica will be veil'd like a Nun; and f muſt be hood- 
ed like a Friar; ha; Jeremy | 

Fer. Aye, Sir, hooded like a Hawk to ſeize at firſt: 
fight upon the Quarry. It is the Whim of my 
Maſter's Madneſs to be fo dreſs'd ; and ſhe is ſo in 
Love with him, : ſhe'll comply with any thing to 
pleaſe him. Poor Lady, I'm ſure ſhell havereaſon 
to pray for me, when ſhe finds what a happy ex- 
change ſhe has made; between a Madman and ſo ac- 
compliſnd a Gentleman.  _ 1 

Titi Ay faith, ſo ſnie will, Feremy: You're a good 
Friend to her, poor Creature -I ſwear I do 
it hardly ſo much in Conſideration of my ſelf, as 
Compaſſion to her. 1 

Fer. Ts an Act of Charity. Sir, to ſave a fine 

Woman with thirty thouſand Pound, from throw- 
ing her ſelf away. 5 . 

Tat. So tis faith might have ſav'd ſeveral 
others in my time; but I Gad I could never find in 
my Heart to Marry any body before. | 

Fer. Well, Sir. I'll go and tell her my Maſter's. 
coming; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour 
with your Diſguiſe, at your own Lodgings. You 
muſt talk a little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the 
Tone of your Voice. 1 

Tat. No, no, let me alone fora Counterfeit j=—— 


I'll be ready for you. 


4 


| I Enter 
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8 f Enter Miſs. 

Miſs. O Mr. Tatt'e, are you here! I'm glad I have 
found you ; I have been looking up and down for 
you like any thing till I'm as tir'd as any thing in 
the World. 5 ; 55 
Tut. O Pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh 

Girl? 3 l Ade. 
Miſs. O I have pure News, I can tell you pure 
News Il muſt not marry the Seaman now 


my Father ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Huſ- 
band > You ſay * love me, and you won't be my 


Husband: And I know you may be my Husband 
now if you pleaſe. „„ 
Tat. O fie. Miſs: Who told you ſo, Child? 
Mifs. Why. my Father II told him that 
you lov'd me. . 


Tut. O fie, Miſs, why did you ſo ? and who told 


you ſo, Child? | 
Miſs. Who? Why you did; did not you? 
Tat. O Pox, that was Yeſterday, Miſs, that was 2 
great while ago, Child. I have been a-ſleep ſince; 
ſepta whole Night, and did not ſo much as dream 
of the Matter. 3 
Aſiſf. P'ſhaw, O but I dream't that it was ſo tho. 
Tat. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by Contraries, Child O ſie; what, we 


muſt not love one another now ſhaw, that 
would be a fooliſh thing indeed —Fie, fie. you're 2 


Woman new, and muſt think of a new Man every 
Morning. and forget him every Night. No, no, 


to marry, is to be a Child again, and play with the 


ſame Rattle always: Ofie, marrying is a paw thing. 

Nit. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt Night then > Es 

Tat. No, no, Child you would not have me. 
Miſs. No? Yes but I would tho'. 


Tar. P'fhaw, but J tell you, you would not. 

Lou forget you're a Woman, and don't know your 
dun minl. . - 5 4 
Miſs. But here's my Father, and he knows m 


Mind. 
h Enter 
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Enter Foreſight. 


Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe 


Man; bur methinks your Love to my Daughter was 
a Secret I might have been truſted with ——— Or 


had you a mind to try if I could diſcover it by my 
 Art—— hum ha! I think there is ſomething in 


your Phyſiognomy, that has a reſemblance of her; 
and the Girl is like me. | 

Fit. And fo you wou'd infer, that you and I are 
alike what do's the Old Prig mean: I'll banter 
him, and laugh at him, and leave him. [ 4fde.] I fan- 


cy you have a wrong Notion of Faces. 


Fire. How? What? A wrong Notion ! How fo ? 
Fir. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Fea- 
tures, not obvious to Vulgar Eyes; that are Indica- 


tions of a ſudden turn of good Fortune, in the Lot- 
tery of Wives; and promiſe a great Beauty and 
: he Fortune reſerved alone for me, by a private 


ntrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſecrer from the piercing 


Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Aſtrologers, and the 


Stars themſelves.  _ | CT 
Fore How ! Iwill make it appear that what you 
ſay is impoſſible. 5 5 
Tat. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte —— 
Fore. For what? . „ 
Tar. To be married, Sir, married. 
Tore. Ay, but pray take me along with you Sir 
Tat. No, Sir, tis to be done privately —I never 
make Conidents. „„ | 
Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean _— You 
won't marry my Daughter without my Conſent ? 
Tar. Who l, sir? Im an abſolute Stranger to you 
and your Daughter. Sir. 

Fore. Hey day! What time of the Moon is this? 
Tat. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue ſo. 
have no more Love for your Daughter than I have 
Likeneſs of you; and have a a Secret in my Heartz 
which you would be glad to know, and fhan't know, 
and yet yo't ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't 


_ afterwards. Id have you to know, Sir, that I am 


as knowing as the Stars, and as ſecret as the Night. 
- I 2 And 


— —ä—ä ö ́ — + oe ay 
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And I'm going to be married juſt now, yet did not 
know of it half an Hour ago, and the Lady ſtays for 


me, and does not know of it yet — There's a My- 


 +ftery for you. I know you love to unty Difficul- 
ties —0r if you can't ſolve this. ſtay here a quarter 
of an Hour, and I'll come and explain it to you. Exit. 


Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't 


you make him to be my Husband. „ 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend } 
Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild |! . 

Aſiſs. What, and muſt not IJ have e'er a Husband 
then? What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and 
be a Child as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed 
but I won't: For now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I 
will have a Man ſome way or other. Oh! methinks 
I'm fick when I think of a Man; and if I can't have 
one, I would go to ſleep all my Life: For when I'm 
awake, it makes me wiſh and long, and I don't 
know for what — And I'd rather be always aſleep, 
than ſick with Thinking. 1 
Fore. O fearful! I think the Girl's influenc'd too, 
—HFHuſſy, you ſhall have a Rod. 
Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod. I'll have a Husband; and 
Af you won't get me one, III get one for my ſelf. III 
marry our Robin the Butler. he ſays he loves me, and 
he's a handſom Man, and ſhall be my Hnsband : I 
warrant he'll be my Hus band, and thank me too, 
for he told meſo. „ "of 
Enter Scandal, Myrs. Forefight. and Nurſe. 


Fore. Did he ſo——T 11 diſpatch him for't preſent- 


ly; Rogue! Oh, Nurſe come hither. 
Nurſe. What is your Worſhip's pleaſure? 


Fore. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her 
up preſently, till farther Orders from me — Not a 
Word, Huſſy Do what I bid you, no Reply, 


away. And bid Robin make ready to give an Ac- 
count of his Plate and Linnen, d' ye hear, be gone 
when! bid you. Exit Nurſe and Miſs. 
Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter, Husband > 
Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now——— 
Mr. Scandal, Heaven keep us all in our ine 
4 4 88 car 


. 


* IX Y RS" ts pt; An; HE FE F ” ts 
. . . " (( FR. Lg th : : 33 
e Tz 4 N * 7 1 2. n * + ae N * 5 * 2 r * r 8 
8 e 


£ : r We: 8 
7 F 8 . 7 77 N n EIN) COT 
Ne ee eee ee e a N 


LOVE for LOVE. 101 


fear there is a contagious Frenzy abroad. How does 


Valentine? 

scan I hope he'Il do well again I have 2 Meſſage 

from him to your Niece, Angelica. 
Fore. I think ſhe's not return'd, ſince ſhe went 


abroad with Sir Sampſon. 


too, I think. 


I can't hit of her Name. 


| | Enter Ben. Ps TE 
Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his 


Father be come home. ; 


Ben. Who? Father; ay, he's come home witha 
Vengeance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the Matter? 

Ben. Matter! why he's mad. 5 

Fore. Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſom young Woman; 
ſhe as they ſay Brother Val went mad for, ſhe's mad 
Here. O, my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſhe gone 
mad too? Well I ſhall run mad next, 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad, how d' ye mean? 

Ben. Nay. Il give you leave to gueſs— Il under- 


take to make a Voyage to Antegoa — No, hold, 1 
mayn't ſay ſo neither — But III fail as far as Leghorn, 


and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the Matter, 
and do nothing elſe; Meſs, you may take in all the 


Points of the Compaſs, and not hit right. 


Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little 
too much Time. „ 5 
Ben. Why then Tl tell you. There's a new Wed- 
ding upon the Stocks; and they too are going to 
be married to night. eo N 
Scan. Who? 
Ben. Why Father, and 


the young Woman. 


Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Av, the ſame. = 
Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica? impoſſible! 
Ben. That may be- but I'm ſure it's as I tell you. 
Scan. *Sdeath, it's a Jeſt, I can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you Friend, it's nothing to me, u he- 
ther you believe it, or no. What I ſay is true; ry 
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fee, they are married, or juſt going to be married, 
I know not which. 


Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not 


Lunatick. 5 
Ben. I don't know what you may call Mad neſs __ 
But ſhe's mad for a Husband. and he's Horn-ma , I 
think, or they'd ne'er make a Match together. 
Here they come. „„ 

Enter Sir Sampſon, Angelica, with Buckram. 

Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer > This Un- 
cle of mine Elect? A ha, old Forefght, Uncle Fore- 
abt, wiſh me Joy, Uncle Foreſight, double Joy, both 

as Uncle and Aſtrologer; here's a Conjunction that 
was not foretold in all your Ephemeri.— The bright- 

etſt star in the blue Firmament —is ſhot from above, 
ina Jelly of Love, and ſo forth; and I'm Lord of the 

Aſcendant. Odd, you're an old Fellow, Foreſight; 
Uncle, I mean. a very old Fellow, Uncle Forefght ; 

und yet you ſhall live to dance at my Wedding; 

Faith and Troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have the Mu- 
fick of the Spheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will 
and thou ſhalt lead up a Dance in Via Lafea. 

Fore, Em Thunder-ffruck! You are not married 

to my Niece > 85 
Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but ve- 

xy near it, within a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. 

„ I Xiſes Ang. 
Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll 
be my Father and give me. 

Sir Samp That he ſhall, or Fll burn his Globes 
Body o'me he ſhall be thy Father, I Il make him thy 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and III 
make thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daugh- 

ters enough to put the Weekly Bills out of Counte- 

Hance. -.--. + 

Scan. Death and Hell! where's Valentine? 
NED [Exit Scandal. 


Mrs. Fore. This is ſo ſurprizing 


Sir S4mp. How? What does my Aunt ſay? Surpri- 
zing Aunt? Not at all, fora young Couple to make 
a Match in Winter? Not at all ——— It's a Plor 

| to 
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to undermine cold Weather, and deſtroy that U- 
ſurper of a Bed call'd a Warming Pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire 
in you, Sir Sampſon? | 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Ti n- 
der; may-hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match 
for ſome Body elſe. The young Woman's a hand- 
ſom young Woman, I can't deny it: But Father, if I 
might be your Pilot in this Caſe, you ſhonld not 
marry her. It's juſt the ſame thing, as if ſo be you 
ſhould fail ſo far as the Straights without Proviſion. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sir- 
rah? To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and 
to Sea, rule your Helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, 
or you mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. | 


| Sir Semp. Why, you impudent Tarpawlin! Sirrah 


do you bring your Fore caſtle Jeſts upon your Fa- 
ther? But I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you 


{ a Groat. Mr. Buckram is the Conveyance ſo word- 
ed, that nothing can poſſibly deſcend to this Scoun- 


dre]? I would not ſo much as have him have the 

Proſpect of an Eſtate, tho' there were no way to 

come to 1t, but by the North-Eaſt Paſſage. 
Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directi- 


ons, there is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law un- 


ſtopp'd. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny 
and Leak unſtopp'd in your Conſcience—lf ſo be 
that one had a Pump to your Boſom. I believe we 
ſhould diſcover a foul Hold. They ſay a Witch will 
fail in a Sieve——e Bur I believe the Devil would 
not venture abroad o your Conſcience, And that's 


for you. | 


Sir Sam. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, 
who's there. | 
: - Enter Tattle and Frail. | 
Frail. O, Sir, the moſtunJucky Accident! 
Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter? TI 
Tatt, Oh. the two moſt unfortunate poor Crea- 
tures 1n the World we are. 


Pere. 
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Fore. Bleſs us! How fo > 

Frail. Ah, Mr. Tuttle and I, poor Mr. Tittle and I 
are Il can't ſpeak it out. eos 

Tatt. Nor I But poor Mrs. Frail and Iare— 

Frail. Married ! | 

Mrs. Fore. Married ! How! : 

Tur. Suddenly ————— before we knew where we 
were that Villain Feremy, by the help of Dil- 
guiſes, trick'd us into one another. | | 

Fire. Why you told me juſt now, you went hence 
in haſt to be married. 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tate meant the Favour 
to me, I thank him. 1 „„ 

Tat. I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my In- 
tentions were good But this is the moſt cruel 
thing, to marry one does not know how, nor why, 
Nor wherefore The Devil take me if ever I 
was ſo much concern'd at any thing in my Life. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for 
one another. | „ | = 
Tat. The leaſt in the World That is for my 
Part, I ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt 
Thought of ſerious Kindneſs. —I never lik'd any 
Body leis in my Life. Poor Woman! Gad I'm forry 
for her too; for I have no reaſon to hate her nei- 
_ but J believe I ſhall lead her a damn'd fort of 
Life. 4 | 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Husband at all— 
tho he's a Coxcomb. . 
Hail. {To her.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe 

Nay, for my part. I always deſpis'd Mr. Tuttle of all 
things; nothing but his being my Husband could 
have made me like him leſs. „„ 

Tat. Look you there, I thought as much 
Pox on't, I with we could keep it ſecret, why I don't 
believe any of this Company would ſpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the Parſon 
and that Rogue Feremy will publiſh it 

Tit. Ay. my dear, fo they will, as you ſay. 

© Ang. O. you'll agree very well in a little time; 

Cuſtom will make it eaſy to you. | 1 
Dn ut. 


till you haveask'd her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady yh 1 


8 = ——— — — — 
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Tut. Eaſie! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep 
to Night. = TIS oj | 

Sir Samp. Sleep Quotha ! No, why you would not 
Sleep of your Wedding Night > I'm an older Fellow 
than you. and don't mean to ſleep. 


Ben. Why there's another Match now. as tho'f a 


covple of Privateers were looking for a Prize, and 
ſhould fall foul of one another I'm ſorry for the 


young Man with all my Heart. Look, you, Friend, 


if I may adviſe you, when ſhe's going, for that you 


muſt expect I have Experience of her, when ſhe's 
going, let her go. For no Matrimony is tough e- 
nough to hold her. and if ſhe can't drag her An- 


chor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, 1 can 


tell you that. Who's here > the Madman ? 
Enter Valentine dreſs'd, Scandal. and Jeremy. 


Val. No, here's the Fool; and if occaſion be, Ill. 


give it under my Hand. 
Sir Samp. How now? | © 
Val. Sir, Jam come to acknowledge my Errors, 
and ask your. Pardon. . . 
Sir Samp. What have you found your Senſes at 
laſt then? In good time. Sir. 8 
Val. You were abus'd, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 
Fore. How! not mad. Mr. Scandal ? 


Scan. No really, Sir; I am his Witneſs it was all 


counterfeit. 


pal. I thought I had Reaſons —But it was a poor 
Contrivance ; the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir Samp. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father! Sirrah, how cou'd you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought. Sir, when the Father en- 


deavourd to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable 


Return of Nature. 


Sir amp. Very good, sir Mr. Buckram. are you 


ready Come. Sir, will you Sign and Sea!? 
Fial. If you pleaſe, Sir; bur firſt I would ask this 
Lady one Queſtion. h „ 


Sir Sarp. Sir, You muſt ask me Leave firſt; that Las 
dy, no sir; you ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, 


* 


be my Wife. 
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val. T heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own Mouth. Po 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay I le, Sir, and 
you don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very late- 
ly counterfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the 
Frolick may go round. 1 . 

Sir Sap. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him, 
—Þ} Come, Come. Mr. Buckram. the Pen and Ink. 
Buc z. Here it is Sir, with the Deed. all is ready. 

2 | Val. goes to Ang. 
Ang. Tis true you have a great while pretended 
Love to me; nay, what if you were ſincere? Still 
you muſt pardon me, if I think my own Inclina- 
tions have a better right to diſpoſe of my Perſon 
than yours. Sir Sump. Are you anſwer'd now Sir? 
Pal. Ves, Sir. Sir Sump. Where's your 
Plot, Sir > And your Contrivance now sir? Will 

you fign, sir? Come, will you fign and ſeal? 
Val. With all my Heart. Sir. | 

Scan. 'Sdeath, you are not Mad indeed, to ruin 
your ſelf ? | „%% i Tas 

Val. I have been diſappoirited of my only Hope; 
and he that loſes Hope may part with any thing. I 
never valu'd Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to 
my Pleaſure, and my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this 
Lady: Thave made many vain Attempts. and find at 
laſt that nothing but my Ruin can effect ir. Which 
for that Reaſon, I will fign to. Give me the 
Paper. 5 

Ang. Generous Valentine 

Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 

Val. But where is the Bond, by which J am obli- 
ged to ſign this? | 

Buck. Sir Sampſon you have it. 

Ang. No, Ihave it; and F'11 uſe it, as I would eve- 
ry thing that is an Enemy to Valemine. [Tears the Paper. 

Sir Samp. How now! Val. Ha! | 1 

Ang. Had I the World to give you. it could not 
make me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſ- 
fion: Here's my Hand, my Heart was always your, 
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and ſtruggl'd very hard to make this utmoſt Trial 
of your Virtue. t val. 

Val. Between Pleaſure and Amazement J am loſt - 
But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. | | 

Sir Sem. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 

Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang d again. Father, 
you and I may make a Voyage together now. 

Ang: Well, Sir Sampſon, fince I have plaid you a 
Trick, I'll adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch 
| another. Learn to be a good Father, or you'll ne- 
ver get a ſecond Wife. I always lov'd your Son, 
and hated your unforgiving Nature. I was reſolv d 
to try him to the utmoſt; I have try'd you too, 
and know you both. You have not more Faults 
than he has Virtues; and tis hardly more Pleaſure 
| to me, that he can make him and myſelf happy, 
than that I can puniſh you. _ Ez 
| Pu. If my Happineſs could receive Addition, 
this kind Surprize would make it double. 

[KW Sir Sam. Oons you're a Crocodile. 
uin Fore. Really, Sir Sumpſon this is a ſudden Eclipſe— 

Vir samp. You're an illiterate Fool. and I'm ano- 
pe; ther, and the Stars are Liars; and if I had Breath 
. I WW enough, I'd curſe them and you, my ſelf and every 
to Body *Oons Cully'd, Bubbl'd, Jilted, Wo- 
this WW man-bobb'd at laſt; I have not Patience. 

F . 3 [Exit Sir Samp. 
ch WW Ti. If the Gentleman is in this Diſorder for 
the want of a Wife. I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you 
there, Sir > I'm indebted to you for my 2 
F<: To Jer. 

i Fer. Sir, I ask you Ten Thouſand Pardons, twas 
bli- in errant Miſtake ou ſee, Sir, my Maſter was 
never mad, nor any thing like it Then how 
could it be otherwiſe? | ts 
ve- WU Pal. Tattle, I thank you; you would have inter- 
aper. poſed between me and Heav'n, but Providence laid 
Purgatory in your way Lou have but Juſtice. 
not | Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided 
Paſ- for his own Wedding; methinks *tis pity they 
urs, | ſhould not be employed when the Match is ſo much 
and mended. Val. 
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Palentine, tho it be Morning we may have a Dance. 
a. Any thing my Friend, every e that 
that looks like Joy and e erated 123 
Ky: Call em, Jeremy: 
have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and 
if ye Coldnels which Þ have always worn before 
you. ſhould turn to an extreme Fondnels, you muſt 
not ſuſpect it. 
Val. IIl prevent that Suſpicion For I in- 
i tend to doat on to that immoderate Note, that your 
Fondneſs ſhall neverdiſtinguiſh it ſelf enough to be 
taken notice of. If ever you ſeem to love too much, 
it muſt be only when I can't love enough. 
Ang. Have a care of Promiſes. You know you are 
apt to run more in Debt than you are able to pay. 
Val. Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, 
and make your beſt on't, 
Scan. The Muſick ſtays for you [ Dance. 
Scan. Well, Madam, you have done' Exemplary 
Juſtice, i in puniſhing an inhuman Father, and re- 
.warding a faithful Lover: But there is a third good 
Work, which J in particular, muſt thank you for; 
1 was an Infidel to your Sex, and you have conver- 
ted me For now I'm convinc'd that all Wo- 
men are not, like Fortune, blind in beſtowing Fa- 
yours, either to thoſe who do not merit, or who 
do not want 'em. 
Ang. Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation: chat you 
lay upon our Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice only 
to cover your own want of Merit. You would all 
have the Reward of Love, but few have the Con- 
ſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your Due. Men. are 
generally Hypocrites and Infidels, they pretend to 
Worſhip. but have neither Zeal nor Faith: How 
few. like Valentine, would perſevere even unto Mar- 
f tyrdom. and facrifice their Intereſt to their Con- 
18 fancy! in admiring me. you miſplace the Novelty. 
uh The Miracle to. Day is. That we find. 
Fi A Lover true: Not. that a Woman's kind. 
IIS by [ Exeunt Omnes 
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